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FOREWORD 

hen I started out wniting this tome, I had the idea of calling it One Lucky 

Bastard* because that’s what I feel I certainly am. But the “b-word” was 
thought to be a little too msqué and wouldn’t look good on the bookshop 
shelves, so I thought I’d better come up with another title that would describe, 
perhaps more accurately, what I hope you will find to be an interesting, amusing, 
and moving collection of memories and stories about friends, colleagues, and 
loved ones I’ve encountered in my eighty-odd years. 


* The US edition retains this title. The British edition is titled Last Man Standing. 


Lana Turner, whom I had the greatest pleasure of working with in Hollywood, 
told me her pet hatred was another actress named Linda Christian, namely 
because when Lana was engaged to Tyrone Power, Linda found out where he 
was going to stay in Rome while working on a film and booked herself into a 
room next to his . . . and the rest was history. 

Why am I telling you this? Well, a while later, Linda and Edmund Purdom— 
who was under contract at MGM at the same time as me—started a big affair and 
to complicate matters further, Linda found herself in the center of a rather sticky 
situation regarding another past affair, this time with a wealthy industrialist who 
had presented her with expensive jewels and precious diamonds that his family 
now wanted back. Linda felt she should have some recompense for her trouble, 
and when the day for a changeover of cash for jewels was set, she asked me to 
accompany her and Edmund, feeling that because I was a fairly athletic and fit 
young man, I would “scare off’ any unwanted intervention. 

A year or two later, I was offered a TV play with Linda, and it was quite the 
worst script I’d ever read. Though the stage directions made it very clear why 
Linda was so interested: “In the first scene, Linda makes her entrance and her 
beautiful hair is held back behind her ears... ” 

Scene two: “Linda comes in with her beautiful hair and dress hanging over her 
shoulder and looks even more lovely than before...” 

This went on, and on. Vanity was obviously in play. 

But the one thing I remember from the script was the description and 
explanation of death: “When one dies one has actually just gone into another 
room; we know you're 1n there but don’t have the key to get in.” 

That line has always stuck in my mind, and now being one of the last men 
standing I’m finding that a great many of my friends are in the next room. I don’t 
wish to be morbid, nor want to write a collection of obituaries, but I do write 


about quite a few of my friends in the past tense . . . but don’t feel depressed, dear 
reader, feel happy that we’ve had these wonderful characters in our lives, as I 
certainly do. Frank Sinatra used to say, ““Who’s going to be left to turn the light 
off?” 


Hopefully, it'll be me! 





INTRODUCTION 


UE TO THE PHENOMENAL WORLDWIDE SUCCESS OF My first published 

autobiography, My Word is My Bond, namely sales of two softback copies 
and one hardback in Burkina Faso, my publishers—poor misguided people with 
big hearts but short purse strings—have commissioned me to attempt to pen 
another pack of near truths. 

By the time I deliver this manuscript I will have arrived at the ripe old age of 
eighty-six—I hope—four score years and six, and I’m very much reminded of 
dear old Bette Davis saying, “Old age ain’t no place for sissies” as my creaking 
knees and aching back certainly attest. But where did these eighty-six years go? 
Many things have happened yet they seem to have flashed by in eighty-six 
minutes; I must have met hundreds of thousands of people, but can I remember 
them all, some of them... a few? Well, ’ll try. 

I have always imagined that somewhere in space a recording machine has 
documented every word, every image, and even more terrifyingly, every thought 
I have been involved with. I wonder what they’d think in Heaven if they tuned 
in to the lascivious thoughts that crossed my mind, aged thirteen, on seeing the 
girls at school with gym slips tucked into their dark blue bloomers as they 
performed in the hall or playground during PT? I know these are hardly the ideal 
reflections for a future UNICEF Ambassador and I apologize for this momentary 
lapse into early teenage indiscretions, but at my age these matters come to mind 
much more readily than others, such as what I had for breakfast this morning. 

I have been very fortunate to spend most of my life in the business we call 
“show.” It’s always interesting, often challenging, and if Lady Luck favors us, and 
benevolent producers take pity on us, then it’s quite possible to make a living out 
of doing something really enjoyable. I’ve always maintained that any modicum of 
success I have savored has been primarily down to good luck; yes, it helps if you 
look like a hero, if you can remember lines, and if you work cheaply; but 
ultimately, if you’re not in the right place at the nght time then you could still be 
an eighty-six-year-old “extra” carrying a spear 1n a crowd scene. 

While fame, success, and good fortune affect people differently, we are, of 
course, all equal underneath; some like to think they are more equal than others I 
grant you. However, proving that beyond the glitz, glamour, and flashbulbs, 
actors are still human, is a story that was told to me by Honor Blackman, who is 
perhaps most fondly remembered by Bond aficionados as the delightfully named 


Pussy Galore in Goldfinger. Honor had been attending a function in Birmingham 
and, prior to making her departure for the drive home, took the opportunity to 
powder her nose. Her friend-cum-driver was standing near the door awaiting her 
re-emergence when two elderly ladies exited ahead of Honor and were heard by 
him to say, 

Number 1: “Did you see who that was?” 

Number 2: “Yes, it was her, wasn’t it? Honor Blackman.” 

Number 1: “Yeah and just think, she goes to the toilet like the rest of us!” 


oweo 


This marks my third literary effort, and this time I want to share with you some 
of the fun I’ve experienced with show biz folk in my long and illustrious career, 
along with stories and tales that I’ve been told. In the pages ahead, while I would 
like to take the opportunity of updating you on the exciting six years since the 
publication of my first tome (and, perhaps most importantly for any fellow 
hypochondriacs, to share with you all my latest ailments, accidents, and surgeries), 
I realize—and my wife Kristina often reminds me—that tales of my kidney 
stones, pacemaker, accidents, and the like might not fascinate you, dear reader, as 
much as they do me and my doctors (my proctologist, congratulating me after the 
publication of my first volume, did say that he’d seen me from a whole different 
angle .. .). Therefore I shall limit the bulk of what follows to more of a mixture 
of adventures and anecdotes drawn from the deepest recesses of my mind—or 
failing that, ones I’ve just made up. 

What I will say is that, in between paying jobs and book tours, Kristina and I 
split our time between Switzerland and Monaco. I’ve had a home in the South of 
France since the 1970s, the first being in St. Paul de Vence—in fact that’s where I 
met Kristina; as neighbors we used to play tennis. Now we just watch. 

It’s a wonderful part of the world, and very peaceful save for the odd private jet 
flying over. When you think of the Cote d’Azur, images of fancy yachts, golden 
beaches, and sun-kissed restaurant and cafe terraces where patrons take shade with 
a glass of something pink come to mind. The tranquillity is only ever upset by the 
annual invasion for the Cannes Film Festival and Monaco Grand Prix—events we 
happily try and dodge these days. 

Today at the Film Festival there are more stars than you can shake a stick at, all 
grappling for publicity on the red carpet. It’s not an experience I enjoy anymore 


and my last foray to the festival was as a guest of Tom Hanks for The Ladykillers 
premiere in 2004. That night, the festival organizers kindly arranged for a car to 
take us, and a PR person to guide us along the line of waiting photographers and 
into the Grand Auditorium. However, when we emerged after the film and our 
job had been done there was no such PR person to assist us, nor was there a car 
—there was, however, a bus to the party in Juan-les-Pins. 

The story of my life—I arrive by limo and get sent home on a bus! 

I should warn you that there might possibly be the odd rude word in the pages 
ahead, not uttered by my lips I hasten to add, but by those of other people I have 
associated with; and while I know the majority of broadminded readers will take 
it in their stride, I am conscious of receiving a letter following the publication of 
my earlier effort, from a lady who said she’d never read so much filth in her life 
and my continual mentioning of four-letter words disgusted her to the point 
she’d never watch one of my films again. I have to admit that the immediate 
halving of my fan base is something that has weighed heavily on my mind ever 
since. 

So, One Lucky Bastard, an odd title for a book of tales from Hollywood and 
beyond, I grant you, but it works for me as I write these stories. Many of the folk 
you ll encounter in these pages have shuffled off this mortal coil now—some 
great stars, some legendary directors, all great friends of mine from a career that 
spans almost seven decades. Where did that time go? How did that happen? And 
where on earth does one start with a book like this... ? 

Well, ladies first, obviously . . . 








LeFT: Lana Turner as Diane de Poitiers curtsies to me, Prince Henri, in our 1955 film Diane. Lana was always 
full of surprises. 


Chapter 1 
The Fun—and Feisty—Leading Ladies 


\ x / HEN I FIRST ARRIVED IN HOLLywoop IN 1954, reporting for duty at 

MGM, Grace Kelly was also under contract to the studio. I remember 
sitting in publicist Dore Friedman’s office one morning when the door burst 
open, and in came Grace, fuming that she’d just seen the posters for Green Fire—a 
film she’d made with Stewart Granger—and that the studio had superimposed 
Grace’s head onto Ava Gardner’s body. 

“T do not have tits like that!” she shouted. 

The studio liked to “sex up” their posters, in order to sell the films, all in the 
very best possible taste, of course. 

Dore Friedman, incidentally, told me he was invited to accompany someone to 
one of the “pledge luncheons” that used to be held at Romanov’s restaurant in 
LA. All the studio heads were there—Zukor of Paramount, Jack Warner, Zanuck 
from Fox, etc.—and it suddenly dawned on poor Dore what was happening. 

Zanuck stood up and said, “I pledge $250,000!” 

“Then I will pledge $300,000!” shouted Adolph Zukor . . . and so it went on, 
with them all trying to outbid one another. 

As they came around to Dore, he wasn’t sure quite how far his $65 weekly 
paycheck would stretch and, thinking on his feet, he declared, “The same as last 
year!,” which gained a great round of applause. 

When asked about Grace Kelly, all the male directors and executives at MGM 
would tell you how much they fantasized about doing things only men and 
women can do together with her. She was unquestionably one of the most 
desirable women in Hollywood. William Holden and Ray Milland, two of the 
film world’s most unrepentant lotharios, were said to be “out of their minds” 
with passion for her. 

I found myself seated next to Grace at dinner one evening at Hollywood 
hairdresser Sydney Guilaroffs house. The conversation started turning to politics, 
of which, as a young Brit, I knew very little, and Grace said to me, “You know, 
Roosevelt sold us down the river.” I’m afraid I had no idea what she was talking 
about, and for some time after that I often kicked myself for not being able to 
continue the conversation. 

Some years later, when I became a regular visitor to the South of France and 
she had become Princess Grace of Monaco, she invited me up to the Grimaldi 


family’s farm retreat, Roccagele, in the hills high above Monte Carlo, and that’s 
where I first met Prince Albert who I guess was eleven or twelve. He struck me 
as being a very quiet and shy young man, who took great pleasure in showing me 
the many animals around the farm. 

Grace wasn’t at all stuffy as her royal status would have entitled her to be had 
she wished. Far from it, she had a mischievous sense of humor, a glint of 
naughtiness in her eye, and a great passion for limericks—especially saucy ones. 


Grace was a very precious gift to Monaco, albeit for too short a time. 
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ABOVE: | may not have known a great deal about US politics in the early days, but | did know that Grace Kelly 
was one of the most desirable women in Hollywood. 


al, 
eGXARS 


Talking of Ava Gardner, she was one of the biggest stars in Hollywood when I 
arrived at MGM in the 1950s. In fact MGM’s publicity department was 
reportedly sending out three thousand photos of Ava each week. A decade 
earlier, Louis B. Mayer himself had signed Ava, reportedly saying after viewing 
her screen test, “She can’t act. She can’t talk. She’s terrific!” 

After a few years of fairly nondescript roles, it was her part in the 1946 film The 
Killers that really launched her as a star. The studio gave her Norma Shearer’s old 


dressing-room suite, the largest on site, with a bedroom, bathroom, kitchen, and 
the actual dressing room itself, lined with mirrors, light bulbs, and wardrobes—it 
was certainly befitting of her new standing. 

Ava was a very funny and pithy lady, though was, perhaps, equally well known 
for her sexual conquests and husbands as much as her films. She was married three 
times in all, to Mickey Rooney (himself an MGM contract artist when they met), 
Artie Shaw, and Frank Sinatra; and her high-profile affairs included those with 
Clark Gable, Robert Taylor, George C. Scott, and Robert Mitchum. In fact, 
legend has it that it was while filming My Forbidden Past in 1951 that she was first 
attracted to co-star Mitchum, who was himself under contract to Howard 
Hughes, with whom Ava had been romantically linked. 

Mitchum telephoned his boss. “Do you mind if I go to bed with Ava?” he 
asked. 

“If you don’t,” Hughes replied, “they'll think you’re a pansy.” 

In her autobiography, though, Ava stated that Sinatra was the real love of her 
life. They'd actually met when Ava was an eighteen-year-old starlet, newly 
arrived in Hollywood, but, despite describing her as “smoulderingly sexy,” Frank 
thought she was just too young at the time. Five years later—by which time she 
was not only divorced from Rooney but also from her second husband, 
bandleader Artie Shaw—they met again and there was a huge mutual attraction. 
Soon after, Frank left his wife, Nancy, for her. 

The whole story caused a huge scandal among the Hollywood establishment, 
and the scandal was happily fueled by gossip columnists Hedda Hopper and 
Louella Parsons, not to mention within the Catholic Church, and among Frank’s 
fans. Ava was portrayed as the femme fatale who had stolen Frank away from his 
family. 

Frank’s career suffered both critically and commercially, but Ava used her 
considerable influence to get him cast in what was to be his Oscar-winning role 
in From Here to Eternity in 1953. That film, and the award that followed it, 
revitalized both Frank’s acting and singing careers. He was soon re-established as 
the world’s top recording artist. 

During their six-year marriage, Ava became pregnant twice, but had abortions. 
“MGM had all sorts of penalty clauses about their stars having babies,” she later 
said. Sadly, the marriage didn’t last, as Ava pursued other, younger, lovers while 
on filming locations in Europe when Frank was working in Hollywood. It broke 
his heart, it really did. 

In the early 1990s, Tina Sinatra, Frank’s daughter from his first marriage, 


produced a TV movie about her father. There was obviously still a feeling of 
great bitterness over her parents’ split, as Tina chose the most beautiful actress she 
could find to play Nancy but when it came to casting someone to play Ava—the 
greatest Hollywood beauty of all—the part went to a rather plain-looking actress. 
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A very dear friend from my earliest acting days was Dinah Sheridan. Dinah’s 
parents ran a photographic studio, Studio Lisa, in Welwyn, where I used to do 
some of my modeling work, and I'll forever remember her for giving me a lift 
back to London in her car after a photographic assignment—and saving me the 
valuable train fare. Sadly, I never had the chance to actually work with her, as in 
the 1950s she married John Davis, the feared head of the Rank Organisation, and 
he forbade her ever to act again as, “no wife of his should work.” 

Dinah told me that on their wedding day Davis said to her, “I can’t remember 
if you’re the third or fourth, but I’m sure you won't be the last of my wives.” It 
surprised few of us that she later filed for divorce—and was granted one, 
incredibly swiftly—on the grounds of “cruelty.” Happily, she later returned to 
acting and made one of my favorite films, The Railway Children, for Bryan Forbes 
at ABPC in Elstree in 1970. 

It was Lionel Jeffries who brought E. Nesbit’s acclaimed book to Bryan’s 
attention and said he’d adapted it as a screenplay; Bryan read it and said he’d love 
to make a film version. “But who should we approach to direct?” he asked. 

“Well, actually ...” offered Lionel, “I really rather fancied directing it myself.” 

Bryan readily agreed and the result was one of the finest British films ever made. 
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ABOVE: My modeling days took me from Dinah Sheridan's parents’ photographic studio and a selection of tank 
tops to the “hotspots” of the British seaside. You may not be able to see them, but | bet I’m covered in 


goosebumps. 





Dinah’s daughter, Jenny Hanley, followed in her footsteps as an actress and in 
fact became a Bond Girl in On Her Majesty’s Secret Service with the other fella. My 
favorite story from Jenny’s career is actually from when she co-starred with my 
old sparring partner Christopher Lee in Scars of Dracula, which at one point called 
for a blood-sucking bat to swoop down and remove her crucifix necklace in 
order that the evil Count could sink his teeth into her neck. Of course, back in 
1970, there wasn’t any CGI and so the bat was brought to life as a model, which 
was operated by two prop men who were very much an item—and extremely 
camp with it. 

For the wide shots the bat was suspended on a wire and had to swoop down 
towards Jenny but the problems started when it swooped a little too low and 


bounced off her rather ample bosom. After a couple more “bouncing takes” the 
whole cast and crew fell about in a terrible fit of giggles. 

“This prompted Sir Christopher Lee to walk on set and tell everyone they 
ought to take the film more seriously as, after all, Vlad the Impaler, upon whom 
Dracula was based, had been a real person and a little more gravitas—as befitting 
this noble figure—was called for,” said Jenny. 

Of course, Christopher’s intervention only served to make everyone start 
giggling further, though they eventually managed to get the take, and moved on 
to the close-ups. 

“This meant the two prop men—who were dressed identically by the way— 
bringing the bat down to my eye level,” Jenny told me. “One operated the wings 
and the other, with his arms wrapped around his partner, reached inside it to 
operate the mouth. They then started bickering about how fast the wings should 
move versus how fast the mouth should snap, and I fell about in a fit of 
uncontrollable hysterics. 

“That’s far too fast on the wings, dear!’ said one. 

‘No it’s not! You’re too slow on the mouth, dear. Move it faster—and squirt 
the blood!’ suggested the other. 

‘Tm not squirting any blood until you get the wings at the right speed.’ 

‘God you’re such a bloody diva!’ It was impossible to take any of it seriously, let 
alone look terrified as a damsel in distress,” Jenny concluded. 
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Towards the end of my tenure as Simon Templar at ABPC Studios in 
Borehamwood in 1968, Hammer Films moved in on an adjacent stage with a 
film version of the hit West End play The Anniversary. It starred Hollywood grand 
dame Bette Davis, along with Sheila Hancock and James Cossins in support. 

Bette Davis was a formidable actress and a formidable force in the movie 
business. In the 1930s, for example, she took on the Hollywood Studios, accusing 
them of “slavery” and saying they only ever offered her mediocre films to star in. 
She wasn’t to be messed with, and producers feared crossing her. 

A very talented, award-winning young director named Alvin Rakoff was signed 
(with whom I happily worked myself the following year on Crossplot) to helm 
this new Hammer production, and the British cast were told that Miss Davis was 
to command their utmost respect, but they were not to approach her directly on 


set. Furthermore, on her first day they were given instructions to gather around 
and applaud the star as she made her entrance. 

Within a few days it was clear Bette was not only standoffish with her co-stars 
but was even unwilling to engage in any form of dialogue with Alvin. “She was 
above taking or talking about direction of any kind,” he said. 

She had the producers fire Alvin, very unceremoniously, after a week and hired 
in Roy Ward Baker to replace him. Shortly afterwards, the director of 
photography was fired after Miss Davis accused him of not lighting her properly, 
and she subsequently gave her own specific instructions on where lights should be 
placed. 

Sheila Hancock had the dressing room next door to Miss Davis’s and she was 
able to hear the conversations through the radiator pipes and—almost on a daily 
basis—heard whom Miss Davis demanded be sacked next. 

A decade later, Bette Davis landed at Pinewood Studios to make Death on the 
Nile and her reputation certainly went before her. When a call was placed to 
production designer Peter Murton (who happily designed The Man with the 
Golden Gun starring yours truly) saying, “Miss Davis would like to see him,” it 
was an ashen-faced Peter who turned to his assistant, Terry Ackland-Snow, and 
said, “Terry, you’ve worked with Bette Davis before...” Terry took a step 
backwards, wary of what his boss was going to say next, “...so be a dear and go 
see what she wants.” 

“Well, she did ask for you, Peter,” Terry reasoned. 

“Yes, but tell her I’m out looking at locations. Go on, you go.” 

A nervous young Terry walked to the set and reported to the star. 

“Are you Peter Murtone” she asked. Terry apologized that he wasn’t and that 
Peter was out on location. 

“They tell me he designed this set?” 

“Yes, he did, Ma’am.” 

“Tt is quite the most wonderful set I’ve ever been on, so please thank him.” 

Terry returned to the Art Department, where his nervous boss asked, “Well? 
What did she want?” 

“She loves the set!” exclaimed Terry. Before he could say another word, Peter 
had grabbed his jacket and as he was halfway out the door he turned back to say, 
“Td best get over there in that case!” 

But Bette had always been feisty—it wasn’t something that came with great age 
or experience. In her very first film, back in 1931, Bette starred with Humphrey 
Bogart in Bad Sister. They were on set one day when someone screamed out, 


“Move that broad to the other side of the room!” 

Well, our Bette wasn’t having any of that! “Don’t you ever call me a broad 
again!” she declared, deeply insulted. Alas it turned out that a “broad” is one of 
the biggest lights on set and they hadn’t been referring to her at all. But you can 
bet all the crew knew not to mess with Miss Davis! 

I remember they’d just opened a new restaurant at ABPC Studios in around 
1964-5 and Bette Davis, who was filming The Nanny at the studio, came in one 
lunchtime and, to my great surprise, made a beeline for my table. 

“T’m Bette Davis,” she said, as though she needed any introduction, and went 
on to tell me how she and her daughter loved watching The Saint on TV. My 
head swelled greatly, so much so that I’ve not got enough hair to cover it now, 
and a friendship was formed. 

I invited Bette to join Robert Wagner and I to the dog races at White City 
Stadium in west London—and she loved it. The idea of being able to dine, place 
bets, and watch races every fifteen minutes, from our table, was like manna from 
heaven to Bette. She did rather well financially too. The dining room was in 
“sections,” with tables cordoned off from each other, and everybody was so 
preoccupied with looking at their racing forms, eating, and placing bets that they 
never paid much attention to us, which I think Bette enjoyed hugely. She could 
be anonymous for once. 

Though as sweet and scintillating a dinner guest as she was, I also saw the other 
side of her character when she spoke to her assistant, snapping orders and 
instructions as though he were some lesser breed of mortal. I certainly wouldn’t 
have wished to get on the wrong side of her. 

For as long as I can remember, rumors of an intense rivalry between Bette 
Davis and Joan Crawford abounded in Hollywood. I, like many others, put it 
down to their brilliant acting in What Ever Happened to Baby Jane?, but no, there 
seems to have been a more sinister loathing that extended beyond the screen, 
although both denied it. 

During the filming of Baby Jane, Bette, the antagonist in the movie, was said to 
have actually made contact—in no uncertain terms—with Crawford during fight 
scenes, after which medical attention and stitches were required. 

It turned out that the reason for their lifelong hatred was the fact that 
Crawford’s second husband, Franchot Tone, was revealed to be the one true love 
of Bette Davis’s life. Davis had worked with Tone in 1935 on the film Dangerous. 
Complicating matters a bit further was Crawford’s bisexuality, and her declaration 
that although her husband wasn’t interested in Bette, she “wouldn’t mind giving 


her a poke.” 

They constantly tried to upstage and upset one another, from making back- 
handed compliments at the Oscars, “Dear Bette, what a lovely frock,” said 
Crawford when Bette was announced the winner of the best actress award, to 
when gossip columnist Louella Parsons first rumored that they might star in a film 
together, “When hell freezes over,” said Bette. 

Years later, when Tone was struck down by cancer, Crawford—though by 
then divorced from him—took him in to her New York apartment and nursed 
him until his death. 

“Even when the poor bastard was dying, that bitch wouldn’t let him go,” Bette 
said to the press. “She had to monopolize him even in death.” 

After Crawford died, Bette continued to rant about her. When asked why, she 
replied, “Just because a person 1s dead, doesn’t mean they’ve changed.” 

Bette gave one of her last TV interviews to Gloria Hunniford, while she was in 
London to promote a new book. Gloria—quite naturally—spent the first part of 
the interview paying homage to the actress, her films, roles, and co-stars. 

Bette listened for a while before berating Gloria with, “When are you going to 
ask about my book? That’s the reason I’m here, isn’t it?” 

We've all thought it, but she said it. What a lady! 
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Another wonderful actress and feisty lady was Lana Turner. I wrote about Lana in 
my autobiography, about the time in the early 1950s when she taught me how to 
kiss on the set of the movie Diane. I actually thought my technique was pretty 
good—I had already been married twice and hadn’t had many complaints in that 
department—but Lana taught me the new technique of “passion without 
pressure” —what a lady she was! Of course, when she came to make Diane, Lana 
was already a huge Hollywood star with lots of classic films to her name—not to 
mention several husbands and lovers. However, I will also forever remember her 
for the day she told our producer on the film, Edwin Knopf, to “fuck off,” after a 
seemingly trivial difference of opinion on set. In fact, Eddie was so upset that he 
stormed directly off the stage and into my trailer, where he was sitting, pink- 
eyed, when I returned a short while later. 

“T’ve known Lana since she first walked onto this lot as a young girl,” he said to 
me. “And now she speaks to me like that, in front of the whole cast and crew!” 


I returned to the set and asked Lana why she’d been so rotten to Eddie who 
was, as everyone who knew him will attest, a lovely guy. He’d also overcome 
disability, leaving him with only one arm, which endeared him to everyone even 
more. 

“Sweetheart,” she replied, matter-of-factly. “When I first came on this lot all 
the producers fucked me. So now I’m fucking them.” 

In 1962, Lana was making a film at MGM British Studios in Borehamwood. It 
was at the time of the really dense fogs—known as pea-soupers—that used to 
descend over London. Lana was married to Lex Barker at the time and he was 
visiting her on set one day when one of these fogs came down. The production 
called time early to enable everyone to get home safely. 

Lana and Lex left the studio in a chauffeur-driven car to head back to the Savoy 
Hotel in London, but a few miles down the road—at Apex Corner—the driver 
could barely see the front of the car, let alone anything else on the road ahead of 
him, and Lex, being the concerned husband he was, got out and said he would 
walk in front of the car until either the fog lifted or they reached the hotel. 

It must be about thirteen miles from there to the Savoy, but Lex dutifully paced 
it out and led his wife to safety—or at least he thought so, until he went to open 
the door of the car and discovered it was another car all together that had 
somehow started following him and Lana was nowhere to be seen! 
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And speaking of feisty ladies, they don’t come much feistier—or more fun—than 
Joan Collins. Some time ago in Hollywood, Joan was having a romance with 
Arthur Loew Jr. of the cinematic dynasty (not of the Dad’s Army dynasty, as some 
newspapers mistakenly reported in saying she was the girlfriend of the former 
Captain Mainwaring). 

Anyhow, one night Joan was late for a ball in Hollywood, which she was 
attending with Arthur. Arthur had been brooding about her punctuality for some 


time, and this time he snapped, “You are fucking boring! 
“And you are a boring fuck!” snapped Joan, without a blink. 
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ABOVE: Two Mavericks and a Dynasty. With James Garner and Joan Collins—a veritable rose between two 
thorns—at an LA premiere in 1983. 


Joan has a lovely turn of phrase, as does her sister Jackie, and I love reading 
their books and articles. Their father, Joe Collins, was a big theatrical agent in the 
1950s and was, in fact, my wife Dorothy Squires’s agent, and I got to know him 
well. He was a very dashing, handsome man-about-town and Elsa, his wife, was a 
very graceful, classically beautiful woman who believed implicitly in Joan’s 
innocence. When Joan announced to Elsa that she wanted to marry Maxwell 
Reed, the man to whom she’d lost her virginity, Elsa said, “Darling, he’s an actor 
—and a spivvy sort of actor at that.” 

Maxwell Reed was six foot four and wore jackets with enormous shoulders in 
them, a trilby pulled down over his eyes, and looked every bit the gangster. He 
boasted of connections in the London underworld too. But in total contrast to his 
large frame was his high pitched and squeaky voice. 

He had been offered a film contract with Alexander Korda in the mid-40s but 
was sent for voice coaching first as they wanted him to sound more like he 
looked—big, gruff, and mean. When he returned with his squeaky shrill intact, 
Korda dropped him. It was then someone suggested he see a lady named Elsie 


who taught voice production, and she told Max that if he spoke with his chin 
pointing downwards, then he’d produce deep, round sounds. 

I was in the Army at the time I next bumped into Max in London. He was 
wearing an over-sized camel-hair coat, with a script under his arm, and with his 
chin facing downwards he said, “Hello, old man, how are you?” 

He told me—in deep, rounded tones—that he was now under contract to 
Sydney Box and was on his way to a script conference, and just then he lifted his 
hand up—along with his head—to call for a taxi. . . and all of a sudden his deep, 
rounded tones became a very high-pitched shriek again. 

I digress. Joan told her mother that she planned to marry Max and Elsa said, 
“But Daddy won’t allow that.” 

“Then I will live with him,” Joan replied, with a flourish. 

Elsa told me that she never doubted it, and so, reluctantly, that’s why they 
agreed to the marriage. 

Joan told me years later that one day, Max called out from the bathroom of the 
flat they'd rented, “Joan! Have you been using my fucking mascara?” 

“No, I haven’t!” came the reply. 

“Yes, you have!” 

“How do you know?” she asked. 

“Because you always spit in yours, whereas I put it under the tap!” 

Sadly, the marriage was doomed from the start and ended in bitter divorce a 
few years later, ironically just as Joan’s career was taking off and her earning 
power was on the up. Max demanded a hefty settlement, claiming he had 
“discovered” Joan. Having now been married five times, Joan says that she’s 
kissed enough frogs to have finally found her true prince in Percy Gibson, whom 
she married in 2002. They’re incredibly happy together and complement one 
another perfectly. 

Joan was aged just twenty-one when she was offered a seven-year contract with 
20th Century Fox in California. Darryl F. Zanuck, the rather tiny though 
incredibly randy boss of the studio, had seen her in Land of the Pharaohs, an epic 
set in the land of the pyramids, in which British stalwart Jack Hawkins played 
Pharaoh Khufu—inspired casting! 

Zanuck had a reputation for propositioning virtually every actress who crossed 
his path and he was struck by the image of a semi-clad Joan sporting a diamond in 
her navel. Sure enough, when he bumped into Joan in the corridor one day he 
pressed her up against the wall. 

“You haven’t had anyone till you’ve had me,” he said. “I’ve got the biggest and 


best and I can go all night.” 

Joan sensibly declined his kind invitation, though she did catch sight of what 
she had missed when she visited his office, as Zanuck had a life-sized mold of his 
manhood—in solid gold—in pride of place on his desk. I’ve never asked Joan 
whether the sight of it impressed her or otherwise, but do know that another 
famous Joan—Joan Crawford—was in his office on one occasion and Zanuck— 
gesturing to his mold—said, “Impressive, huh?” 

Without missing a beat, Joan Crawford replied, “I’ve seen bigger things crawl 
out of cabbages.” 
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Zsa Zsa Gabor is perhaps better known for the number of her marriages rather 
than anything else, and I was once coupled with her by MGM-—albeit 
platonically. It was the studio’s habit of partnering their contract artists with each 
other to attend events, premieres, and dinners, purely for publicity purposes. I 
accompanied Zsa Zsa to one such premiere, and on to dinner afterwards. She was 
exquisitely beautiful, if a little large in the lower rear region I felt—well, not 
literally felt, you understand. 

At one point Zsa Zsa was married to George Sanders, he was husband number 
three of nine I think, but she was also having a great affair with Rubirosa (aka 
Mr. Ever Ready). Porfirio Rubirosa was a Dominican diplomat whose reputation 
as a playboy far exceeded any political accomplishments and was only matched by 
stories of his sexual prowess. His larger-than-average penis actually inspired 
restaurant waiters to name the gigantic pepper mills “Rubirosas.”” Many women, 
and some men, have assured me he was indeed built like a stallion, and his 
penchant for rich women saw him marry heiresses Doris Duke and Barbara 
Hutton among three other wives. 

George was obviously aware of something going on between his wife and the 
playboy and returned home one day, just before Christmas, propped a ladder up 
against the bedroom window, and caught the duo in mid-service. The ensuing 
flash of a camera bulb quite put Rubirosa off his stroke, and there was a mad 
scramble out of the bed as George gently descended his ladder, and let himself in 
through the front door to wait at the foot of the stairs. 

Zsa Zsa and Rubirosa sheepishly descended. 

“Merry Christmas, Zsa Zsa . . . and to you Rubi,” he said in his deliciously 


wonderful sardonic voice, before leaving. They divorced the following April, and 
Rubirosa continued his womanizing ways elsewhere. 

Zsa Zsa had followed her younger sister Eva to Hollywood, and it was Eva I 
knew better, having worked with her in The Last Time I Saw Paris. I was having a 
cup of coffee with her in her trailer one day, between set-ups, and Bill Shanks the 
first assistant director appeared and said, “Eva, you’re in the next shot.” 

“Oh my goodness,” she said, leaping up and taking off a diamond ring the size 
of a baseball. “I didn’t have this on in the last shot, Bill. Would you look after it 
for me?” 

“Tl put it in my trouser pocket,” Bill suggested. “Is it worth much?” 

“About $50,000,” replied Eva. 

“Oh my god!” shouted Bill. “Someone will cut my goddamn leg off for it!” 

“Don’t worry, dahlin’,” she replied. “It was only two nights’ hard work.” 

That was the difference between her and her sister—Zsa Zsa would have said it 
was “only one night’s hard work.” 

Eva was very down to earth and nothing really fazed her. One day, while on 
the road publicizing a film, Eva was staying in a fairly grand hotel suite that had 
an interconnecting door with her publicist’s room. They were due to appear at a 
television studio, so the publicist knocked on said door at the designated hour, 
entered, and stood patiently waiting for Eva in her sitting room. Moments later, 
Eva, having thought she heard something, walked into the room absolutely naked 
apart from multiple layers of jewels. 

Without missing a beat she spread her arms, gave a twirl, and said, “Well, 
Jeftrey? How do I look?” 
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Shelley Winters always had a great reputation for being good fun on set. We 
made a film together called That Lucky Touch in Belgium in 1975, and late one 
evening in the depths of winter we were preparing for a night shoot. The set-up 
was that I was to be filmed hanging around outside on a window ledge and then 
had to go off to a field somewhere—the details escape me but it was bloody cold. 
Consequently, my wardrobe man had procured all manner of thermal underwear 
for me. At one point, Shelley walked into my dressing room to discuss 
something, and noticed all my long johns and vests hanging over the chair. 
“What are all those?” she asked. 


“My warm underwear,” I replied. 

“If it’s going to be cold, then I want some as well,” she said, and picked up a 
selection of mine. 

In the film, Shelley was playing Diana, the brassy wife of the American general 
(played by Lee J. Cobb) and she certainly stole every scene she was in—along 
with making an indelible imprint on my memory when she alighted, in character, 
from the general’s car on our location wearing a lovely, warm fur coat. Just as she 


stepped out of the car she flashed at us—wearing nothing underneath apart from 


rolls of ample flesh all held in place by my white thermals. 
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ABOVE: Shelley Winters eyes up my socks—after all, she’d already taken my long johns—at the Garrick Club in 
London for a party after filming That Lucky Touch in 1975, with (front row, | to r) Shelley, Lee J. Cobb, Susannah 
York; (back row) Jean-Pierre Cassel, Sydne Rome, and Raf Vallone. 


Shelley had a great sense of humor. One evening we were shooting in a chateau 
and while we were waiting for everything to be set up, Lee and half the crew— 
and yours truly—were playing poker. Lee was a great card enthusiast. Enter 
Shelley Winters, sweet-faced and innocent. 

“Oh! What’s this game?” she asked, in wonderment. 

“Poker,” Lee tephed. 

“Oh, I think I played that once. May I join in?” she asked with bashful 


sweetness. 


Lee beckoned her to pull up a chair, and within thirty minutes she’d cleaned us 
all out! We knew never to play with her again. 

A few years later, an up-and-coming young director, no doubt still wet behind 
the ears, was considering Shelley for a role in a film and asked her to audition. 
Now, you don’t ask stars of Shelley’s caliber to audition: you invite them to lunch 
to discuss a role, but you don’t ask them to come in and read! If anybody had 
suggested that to me, I’d have told them where to shove their script. But Shelley 
loved to work and—somewhat surprisingly to those around her—agreed to meet 
the director at his office and run through some lines. She duly reported, but 
arrived carrying an enormous bag over one shoulder. 

The director gave the usual flannel about being delighted she had come in to 
read, and how he’d heard nothing but great things about her. He suggested they 
go through a scene but as Shelley sat down, she opened her bag, rummaged 
around in it for a bit, pulled out an Oscar statuette, and put it down on the desk. 
Then she rummaged around again, and pulled out a second Oscar statuette. 

“So,” she asked. “Do I still need to audition?” 


owleo 


Diana Dors was perhaps the Rank Organisation’s most glamorous blonde 
bombshell in the 1950s and 60s—and often regarded as the British Marilyn 
Monroe. She told the most hilarious story of returning to her hometown of 
Swindon to open a local fair, where the mayor was due to introduce her to the 
gathered crowds but was conscious of not messing up his welcoming speech, in 
which he intended to refer to Diana by her birth name of Diana Fluck. He didn’t 
want to fluck it up, you see. 

The fair was about to commence and the rather nervous dignitary took to the 
podium. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he began. “Today we are joined by a star of 
the big screen—and someone we are very proud to say was born in Swindon. 
You know her today as Diana Dors, but Swindon knows her better as—Diana 
Clunt!” 

Diana wet herself with laughter. 

Oh, and another story about Diana Dors was related to me by my old neighbor 
from Denham, Jess Conrad. Occasionally Jess would accompany Di to cabaret 
functions, as she liked to have someone to present her with a big bouquet after 
her act—as well as help ensure the money was paid up front. “Always get the 


money when you arrive,” she told Jess, “as afterwards you’re introduced to 
friends, family and the champagne comes out . . . and everyone forgets about the 
business.” 

Anyhow, this one particular evening they arrived at a club and were shown into 
the manager’s office and after the usual, “Hello . . . what a thrill it is...” etc., 
the manager showed them his prized plant. Well it wasn’t so much a plant, Jess 
said, as a triffid-like vine, and he proudly described how rare it was, how unusual 
that one should survive in such a climate and so on. 

“Lovely,” said Di, feigning interest. “But shall we do the business side of the 
deal, darling?” 

After paying the money over, the manager said his office was to be Di’s dressing 
room and that she should come and go as she liked. There was just one small 
snag, which Di hadn’t realized until a few minutes before she was due to go on 
stage: there was no en suite bathroom. Come the time that she did realize, in her 
full outfit, made-up and looking a million dollars, she suddenly also realized that 
she was desperate to gain some relief, but didn’t want to have to walk through 
the assembled crowd to go to the loo—what would that do to her big entrance a 
couple of minutes later? 

“Well, what can we do?” asked Jess, in a panic. “They’re all standing outside 
the door waiting for you.” 

Di looked around the room and spotted the plant. I won’t go into the detail but 
I’m sure you know where this story is going... 

“And you thought a horse could pee!” laughed Jess to me some time later. 

After her cabaret, Di went back into the manager’s office for a glass of 
champagne but there was a bit of a kerfuffle as she found the manager almost in 
tears, leaning over his prized plant, which was no longer growing vertically but 
was lying, lifeless, horizontal across the floor. 

“Oh, we won’t stay, Jess,” said Di matter-of-factly. “We've got a long drive 
home.” And with that they made their escape—they were in hysterics all the 
way! 











ABOVE: Ah, dear Diana Dors, a bundle of fun and a force to be reckoned with. | look a little concerned that the 
reindeer is going to take off, while Carol Hawkins looks on, bemused. 
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I can’t resist a toilet story, if you’ll forgive me for dwelling in the smallest room 
for a moment more, and this one involves Tallulah Bankhead, a hugely successful 
American actress whose fame was such that, for example, she was the first choice 
to play Scarlett O’Hara in Gone With the Wind (only for her thirty-six years to 
appear a few too many when the decision was made to switch from black-and- 
white to glorious Technicolor, and instead the role went to Vivien Leigh, a mere 
decade younger . . .). 

Anyhow, fame aside, Tallulah was notorious for being mean with money and 
the story goes that she was in a lavatory in Hollywood and discovered there was 
no paper. With that she knocked on the wall of the next cubicle and pushed 
under a $10 bill. 

“Can you split that for two fives?” she asked her neighboring occupant. 

Actually, Tallulah was deported from Britain in the early 1930s, reportedly after 
having worked her way through most of the boys—and many of the masters—at 
Eton public school, and Scotland Yard declared her a menace. 

Incidentally, when the opening night of the London musical Gone With the 
Wind (which starred June Ritchie and not Miss Bankhead, but don’t let that get 
in the way of me telling a good story) was marred by an obnoxious young actress 
and a horse that relieved itself onstage, Noel Coward was in the audience and was 
heard to say, “If they’d stuffed the child’s head up the horse’s arse, they would 
have solved two problems at once.” He did have such a way with words! 
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As I started this chapter with a feisty—and fun—princess, I think it only nght that 
I should end it with another one... And you know how I like to drop the odd 
royal name here and there, when I can. 

I first met Princess Lilian of Sweden on a visit to Stockholm for UNICEF, my 
first visit to the country, in fact, and Ingvar Hjartso, my liaison and contact in 
Sweden, had arranged a visit to the Royal Palace. The King and Queen were 
away at the time, so left Princess Lilian to meet with me. I discovered that she 


had in fact been born in Wales and had been a model, at one point married to 
actor Ivan Craig. She met Prince Bertil of Sweden when she was in her twenties 
and they fell in love, but it was many years before they were given permission to 
marry. Prince Bertil’s elder brother, the future king, had died very young, when 
his son and heir was only one year old, meaning if the reigning monarch died 
before the child, Carl Gustav, came of age, Bertil would have to assume the role 
of prince regent—and him being married to a commoner, and a divorcee, was 
not something the constitution would allow. 
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ABOVE: With Princess Lilian, the Duchess of Halland, a wonderful lady anda great friend. 


However, when Carl Gustav did come of age and ascended directly to the 
throne, he granted Bertil and Lilian permission to marry in 1976. 

Princess Lilian was greatly loved by the Swedish nation and deservedly so as she 
had a wonderful sense of fun, as well as duty, as I discovered when we went to 
lunch at a restaurant in the old town. I must admit that I sat rather stiffly for the 
first ten minutes, until the princess pointed at my wine glass and said, “Will you 
hurry up and bloody well skol me as a lady can’t drink in this country until she 1s 
skoled!” 


We became firm friends, and my wife Kristina also knew Princess Lilian 
through her oldest friend Ewa Wretman, who was married to the great Swedish 
cook Tore Wretman. Ewa, Tore and the Princess spent many happy times 
together at their holiday homes in the South of France. 

Tore Wretman, by the way, became a great friend—and was another person 
with a fascinating backstory. He began his career in the kitchen at the age of 
sixteen as an apprentice at the Hotel Continental in Stockholm; he swiftly moved 
to positions at the Opera Bar in Stockholm and then Maxim’s in Paris, where he 
learned all about French cuisine under legendary chef Louis Barth. 

When war came Tore spent a few years in the United States where, in 1941, he 
signed on a Finnish cargo ship for the return trip home. However, the ship was 
boarded by the British fleet near Iceland and Tore was taken to the Orkney 
Islands then on to London until 1943, when he was finally able to return to 
Sweden and a job as head waiter at Operakallaren—without doubt the finest, and 
my favorite, restaurant in Stockholm. In 1945, aged only twenty-nine, Tore was 
able to buy his own restaurant and, later, went on to take over Operakallaren. He 
became the favored chef of the Royal Family and, in particular, Princess Lilian. 

Whenever Kristina and I were in Stockholm we would meet the princess for 
tea and would also enjoy many dinners together. Sadly, the last few years of her 
ninety-seven-year life were complicated by illness and she was forced to 
withdraw from public life. We were unable to attend Princess Lilian’s funeral in 
2013, despite the Swedish press reporting we were there, but we were able to 
attend her memorial service in September, where we all shared our many 
immensely happy and fond memories of our times with the princess. 
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ABOVE: And while I’m “princess name-dropping,” with Princess Anne at a Wildlife Fund gala in 1970. 





ABOvE: With my two bodyguards on my spiritual—and literal—home turf: Pinewood Studios, where I've kept 
an office for over forty years. 


Chapter 5 
The Good Guys (and a Few Rascals) 


\ x / HEN I LOOK BACK OVER MY LIFE I CAN’T QUITE BELIEVE I’ve counted some 
of my childhood acting heroes as being friends, co-stars, and drinking 
buddies. I suppose I first met Gregory Peck sometime in the early 1970s, at the 
home of David Niven on Cap Ferrat in the South of France. They had been 
friends for years and Greg (along with his lovely wife, Veronique) became one of 
my dearest friends. 

Greg had been a huge star from the 1940s and of course won the Academy 
Award for his role in To Kill a Mockingbird in 1962. As is often the way in this 
business, by the mid-’70s leading roles in big films were not coming his way, but 
then he was cast in a fairly modest British-made horror film called The Omen. My 
dear old pal, publicist Jerry Pam, handled PR for the film, though ironically the 
studio told Jerry not to focus on Greg as they didn’t think he was “box office” 
enough; so instead Jerry centered his campaign around the sign of the beast 
—“666.” It was massively successful, the film became box-office dynamite, and 
Greg’s star shone brightly once again, leading to terrific roles in The Boys from 
Brazil and then The Sea Wolves with yours truly. 
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ABoveE: Gregory Peck and David Niven were two very dear fends me. 

While making The Omen, Greg rented fellow actor Michael York’s house in 
Belgravia and one evening I went for dinner there. As I said, it was the mid-’70s 
and at the height of the IRA attacks on London, and when I left, around 
midnight, I found Greg outside on his back, having crawled underneath my car, 
thoughtfully checking if there was a bomb. 

That kindly heroic deed certainly fitted in with roles he played. Mind you, he 
wasn’t averse to playing against type every now and again, as confirmed to me at 
a dinner one evening hosted by another pal, Johnny Mills. Fellow guest Laurence 
Olivier said, “Amazing man, Greg. Doesn’t worry about his image by playing a 
Nazi...” They’d just worked together in Boys from Brazil in which Greg played 
the evil Nazi, Dr. Josef Mengele. 
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ABOVE: Greg, always handsome and debonair, was 





one of the kindest people I've ever known. 





Anyhow, in Sea Wolves Greg was to play British officer, Colonel Lewis Pugh, 
and worked with a dialogue coach, the same one from Boys from Brazil I believe, 
to perfect his accent. He was a very meticulous actor and extremely well 
prepared, and though I later read somewhere that Greg felt insecure about his 
British accent in this film, well, all I can say is I was not aware of it. It was a super 
film directed by Andrew McLaglen, produced by Euan Lloyd and co-starring 
David Niven, Trevor Howard, and, initially, Diana Rigg; but, alas, it didn’t work 
out for one reason or another, and happily Barbara Kellerman took on her 
proposed role of Mrs. Cromwell. 

Of course, during the shoot, we all socialized frequently in Goa and New 
Delhi, and very pleasant it was, too. In fact, we all had bungalows in the 
compound of Fort Aguada and would dine at one or the other each evening. 
Greg was joined by Veronique, and they were the most compatible couple ever, 
totally adoring of one another. It wasn’t an easy location, mind, as the heat was 
quite often unbearable. Our big relief after a day’s shooting was to immerse 


ourselves in the Indian Ocean. 

We had New Year’s Day off and director Andy McLaglen and I ventured to 
the ocean early, I guess around 9 a.m. Having lain in the sun for a few minutes, 
Andy got up and stretched out his 6' 7" frame. He turned to me and said, “Rog, I 
think it’s time we hit the drink.” (Meaning went for a swim.) 

At that very moment, Trevor Howard appeared as if from nowhere and, 
overhearing, said, “Good idea! Do you think we can get a waiter down here?” 

In actual fact, contrary to popular opinion, the Trevor I knew wasn’t really the 
““hell-raiser” the newspapers described him as. A great cricket lover as well as 
being entirely devoted to his wife, Helen, Trevor undoubtedly loved a drink but 
he was in fact rather a quiet drinker on the whole, preferring to have a longer 
session in the corner of a pub, with a few friends. Things could get a little noisy 
when the “Howard Roar” went up, though. He always said, “I don’t raise hell, 
amigo, I just like to enjoy myself.” And he really did. 

However, having said all that, Trevor loved life to the full and was always open 
to new experiences, not wanting to miss out on anything. Which is why he was 
led, along with show business reporter Bill Hall, to Pamplona to run with the 
bulls. This was in 1972, and Trevor was no spring chicken at the time—he was 
fifty-six years old. Perhaps he could be forgiven for having a few stiff drinks on 
this occasion. 
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ABOvE: With the inimitable Trevor Howard pointing out the location 


while filming The Sea Wolves. 
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The story goes that he’d been attending a film festival some miles away from 
Pamplona and seen that the world-famous bull run was taking place. After a few 
drinks with Bill Hall one night, Trevor suddenly announced that he wanted to do 
the run, and asked Hall to join him. Several hours later the two found themselves 
in Pamplona’s main square—still the worse for wear after several Bloody Marys— 
along with 2,000 other runners, waiting for the beasts to be let loose. Having 
seen this event several times on the TV, I can’t imagine what they were thinking 
of, but come the time, they set off running, given a head start before the bulls 
were released. After a few minutes, out of breath, Trevor slowed to a walk, with 
the crowds lining the streets and Bill Hall urging him on to keep running. 
Suddenly the bulls appeared round the corner, thundering down the street at 
full pelt. Trevor, deciding enough was enough, tried to get over the barrier at the 
side of the road but got his leg stuck and simply had to cling on for dear life as 
the bulls charged past, missing them both but mowing down others in their 
wake. Luckily, both Trevor and Bill escaped unscathed and made their way to 


the nearest bar. 
Good old Trevor! 
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John Mills, that rather straight-laced, fine English hero of many a war film and 
Knight Commander of the Order of the British Empire, had a rather unique 
party trick, which extended to most film sets he worked on—not least in the 
cozy tents during the making of Scott of the Antarctic—where he would drop his 
trousers, bend over, and let off the most furious fart you can imagine but—as if 
that wasn’t enough to impress—he would have a naked flame on standby and 


would ignite said anal wind to the great merriment of all around. 





Above: With Johnny Mills and Lady Mary at Johnny's eightieth birthday party at the St. James's Club on Sunset 
Boulevard, along with Dudley Moore and his wife Brogan Lane. 





In the 1960s I was asked to become chairman of the Stars Organisation for 
Spastics (SOS, now SCOPE) but when I started playing Bond it became 


apparent, in 1977, that I would have to leave the UK if I wasn’t to pay ninety- 
eight percent tax on my salary: an actor’s life in the spotlight is short, so we need 
to look after our pennies, and that’s why I decamped to Switzerland with its 
lovely snow-capped tax benefits. I therefore realized I would have to cut back on 
a lot of my UK commitments, SOS being one. 

The committee asked if I had any ideas who could step in to replace me and I 
suggested Johnny Mills. He joked as the “new boy” coming in he was actually a 
lot older than the outgoing chairman, but that was nothing new as I was older 
when I took over Bond from Sean Connery. Cheek! 

Johnny and I were near neighbors in the UK in the 1970s, when he lived, with 
his wife Mary, in a house previously owned by the film mogul Alexander Korda 
and his one-time wife Merle Oberon. (I actually appeared in an episode of a TV 
drama series with Miss Oberon called Assignment Foreign Legion, which was not 
filmed on location in the desert, oh no, but at Beaconsfield Studios in rural 
Buckinghamshire. Mind you, I never actually met Miss Oberon as she filmed her 
bits elsewhere. Bit of a pointless digression really, but I do like to name drop 
when I can.) 

Anyway, back to the story. One day in 1976 I suggested John and Mary join 
my then wife and me for dinner at a rather upmarket dining pub in Denham— 
you know, the sort of establishment where you pay a small fortune for steak and 
chips. I think it’s fair to say Johnny probably hadn’t eaten at this establishment 
since his recent ennoblement by the Queen. 

The headwaiter welcomed us warmly, “Ah, Mr. and Mrs. Mills . . . and Mr. 
and Mrs. Moore . . . let me show you to a nice table.” He then proffered some 
menus. “Would you care for a drink first, Mrs. Mills? . .. And you, Mr. Mills?” 

“Tonight, Mr. Mills, I would recommend the T-bone . . . Oh, and Mrs. Mills, 
the Dover sole is absolutely beautiful . . .” The friendly waiter probably said “Mr. 
Mills” and “Mrs. Mills” a couple of dozen times over the course of the dinner, 
just as he did “Mr. Moore” and “Mrs. Moore.” Until Mary snapped, that 1s. 

“Tt is SIR John and LADY Mills,” she hissed through clenched teeth. 

Johnny’s head dropped down towards his dessert bowl and he said, quietly, 
“Well, I have waited long enough for it!” 

Some years later, at Johnny’s eightieth birthday party in LA’s St. James’s Club, 
Mary beckoned me over and asked, “Who is that man sitting over there? I know 
the face but I just can’t place him?” I told her it was Omar Sharif, to which she 
looked at me rather vaguely. Anyhow, I was invited to say a few words and, after 
congratulating my host on his four score years, told the assembled company that 


Johnny owed most of his career to being the only actor in England who could 
stand full height in a submarine. Cue much laughter—except from the direction 
of Mary who looked at me decidedly more vaguely than ever! 

I know when to make good my escape. 

Johnny died in April 2005, aged ninety-seven, and I attended his funeral along 
with many of his closest friends and family: Lord Attenborough, Stephen Fry, 
Leslie and Evie Bricusse, Anita Harris, Dame Helen Mirren, Dame Judi Dench, 
Jack Hawkins’s widow Doreen, and even Cherie Blair. Dickie Attenborough, 
moved to tears, spoke for us all when he said, “We shall miss him desperately. 
But we shall have him with us always in the deep love and unmatched joy that he 
has bequeathed to all of us.” It never stopped raining that day, and I believe they 
were actually tears from heaven. 





The cast of The Sea Wolves. This photograph includes so many old friends—it makes me smile every time | see 


it. 


Back on the set of Sea Wolves, Greg Peck and I often chatted over a drink at the 
end of the day, and one evening I realized we’d both worked with John Huston 
—as an actor in my Sherlock Holmes in New York and as a director helming Moby- 
Dick in which Greg had starred. 

“Didn't like him,” said Greg, taking me aback a little, as I found Huston to be 
the consummate professional and a joy to work with. 
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“As a director,” continued Greg, “all he cared about was getting the shot. In 
the scene where I was tied to the model of the whale in the tank at Elstree 
Studios and the waves were crashing all around me, Huston gave various 
instructions to lower the model into the water, and each time he held it there for 
longer than I could reasonably hold my breath. I was furious—he nearly drowned 
me.” 

On another evening we were chatting about Roman Holiday, that great 
romantic movie Greg had made with Audrey Hepburn in 1953. In the final scene 
where Greg’s character has to say goodbye to Audrey’s Princess Ann, knowing 
it’s the last time he'll ever see her, Greg said he felt it was going to be a hugely 
emotional scene and one that he was not going to hold back on. As the tears of 
sadness ran down his cheeks, the director William Wyler leaned across and said, 
“No, Greg, don’t get upset. Get angry! Angry! Angry!” 

And that’s how Greg was forced to play the scene—angry that he wouldn’t be 
seeing his love again. He said it was one of the defining moments of his career 
and he realized just how important listening to a director like Wyler could be. 

Oh, before I forget, I must mention a scene in Sea Wolves that I shared with the 
lovely Barbara Kellerman. It’s the part where my character discovers that she is in 
fact a Nazi spy—though not before taking a bullet in my arm. The script called 
for me to change jackets, wrap a bandage around my bloodied and wounded arm, 
with blood running down into the palm of my hand, and go to the ball, which 
was being staged as a grand diversion for the attack on the German ships in the 
harbor. I went off to make-up and, as I was sitting in a chair waiting for my call, 
the Indian unit nurse came in, took one look, and said, “Oh my goodness! You 
have been injured!” and proceeded to attend to my fake wound. I don’t think 
she’d ever worked on a film before. 

I wish I’d been able to make more films with Greg and seen him more often, 
but sadly our geography placed us on different continents. I remember we did go 
fishing together once, off Cap Ferrat. We chartered a boat and forged our way 
out beyond the headland looking for signs of any water-propelled creatures. 


Having not caught so much as a herring, the captain called on the radio to other 
fishing boats in the area and they reported nothing in sight either. We then saw 
the reason: about sixty feet from us an enormous whale poked its nose up out of 
the water, obviously happy after its huge breakfast of fish. 

Other places we used to hang out together were Crescendo and Ciro’s 
nightclubs on Sunset Strip, where I saw Don Rickles perform a few times. Don 
took great enjoyment from insulting his audience—in fact he was known as an 
“insult comic”—particularly the more prominent famous people in the audience. 
One night, I was there at one table, Gary Cooper was at another, and opposite 
him was a Mafia boss. Rickles began giving Cooper hell, then he turned his 
attention to me, and then to the Mafia guy, saying the most terrible and goading 
things. But he always capped it off by saying, “I’m only joking, sir, ’'m only 
joking, sir.” And then, “I’m now going to walk among you and squeeze venom 
all over you!” 

He once said of Frank Sinatra, “When you enter a room, you have to kiss his 
ring. I don’t mind, but he has it in his back pocket.” 

One time a group of us were at Frank’s weekend house, relaxing by the pool, 
and Don started on Gregory Peck. It was the usual wisecracking routine, “Who 
picks your clothes, Greg—Stevie Wonder?” and so on. For the most part, Greg 
took it in good humor but later that night Don went a step too far with a 
wisecrack and Greg leapt to his feet. 

“Shall we step outside and settle this like gentlemen?” he challenged. 

“Tm only joking, sir! I’m only joking,” Don guffawed. 

The next day, Greg’s wife Veronique had her white fluffy dog draped around 
her shoulders, like a stole, and we were all sitting in cast-iron chairs having lunch 
on the terrace. Again, Don started on Greg. 

“When actors get old like you, Greg, they get mouths like flounders and can 
pull their lower lip over their forehead,” he said. As he spoke, Don moved his 
chair, and the grating of iron against the tiled floor startled the dog, which leapt 
off Veronique’s lap and right under Ruickles’s chair, getting snagged between the 
floor and chair leg as it did so. It let out such a cry. Greg placed his cutlery down, 
signaled to his wife, and they both stood up, picked up the dog, and went home. 
He simply couldn’t take any more. 

Other times, Greg and I played tennis or poker, or sat around telling jokes over 
a Jack Daniels or two. Whenever Kristina gave me a birthday party at Le Dome 
in West Hollywood, on what is called the Strip, Greg and Veronique were always 
the first to arrive and we picked up our conversation as though the intervening 


months had never occurred. I remember on one occasion at the end of the 1990s, 
Greg said he’d wound back on film work and was greatly enjoying taking his 
“pony and trap” around theaters, whereby he’d sit on a stage and tell stories from 
his life and career. I always remembered the phrase “pony and trap” and when I 
was invited to take part in a small tour in 2012 to help promote my last book 
Bond on Bond (copies still available in all good book shops) I thought of Greg, and 
readily accepted. I took my pony and trap out again in 2013—who’d have 
thought this boy from Stockwell would not only become an author, but a 
raconteur with his own stage show? I'll keep going until they find me out! 


owleo 


Our mutual friend, David Niven, was a happy constant in much of my life, and I 
shared many dinners with him over the years and played audience to his 
wonderful stories. Of course, we all knew most of them were exaggerated, 
but he told them so well. I remember one such 





borrowed, or downright lies 
story about how Errol Flynn and he (along with Niv’s new girlfriend) went out 
boating one day from LA. 

Miles offshore in the Pacific Ocean they started water-skiing (according to Niv 
he had introduced the sport to America!) and Flynn decided to cut Niv free and 
sailed off so that he could get to know the girl for himself. Niv then told us how, 
with only two skis for buoyancy, he swam miles back towards the shore 





pursued by sharks if you please—until he was rescued by Ronald Colman. 

Well, another one of those “is it quite true?” stories came when Niv shared a 
house in Malibu with notorious bad boy Errol Flynn, which they called 
“Cirrhosis by the Sea.” One of their regular visitors was the actor John 
Barrymore, who used to sit in his favorite chair and smoke his pipe, looking out 
onto the ocean. By all accounts, after John Barrymore died he was taken to the 
Utter McKinley Funeral Directors store on Sunset Strip, which had a clock with 
a long swinging arm in the window ominously counting down time. 

One evening, Niv and some friends broke in and retrieved the body, took it 
home, sat it in Barrymore’s favorite chair . . . and awaited Errol’s return home! 

Flynn’s book, My Wicked, Wicked Ways, was going to be made as a film by Roy 
Huggins, who was a producer at Warner Bros. during my contract years there, 
and Roy wanted me to play Flynn. Alas, Errol had what you might best say was a 
“difficult” relationship with Jack Warner, the famed studio head, stemming from 


the time when one of Jack’s brothers suffered a heart attack after a big argument 
with Flynn. One day shortly afterwards, Jack walked into the dining room of the 
studio and noticed a new English writer who had joined the staff who had an 
uncanny resemblance to Flynn. 

“Get that son of a bitch out of here!” Jack exploded. “He looks like Flynn!” 

“But it’s not Flynn,” someone said. 

“T don’t care! He looks like Flynn. Get him out 

I probably didn’t help matters myself when I was called in for a meeting with 
old Jack Warner to discuss the role. 

“T understand Roy wants you to play Errol Flynne” said the great man. 

“Yes, it’s a part I’d love,” I replied. 

“T also understand he calls me a thief in his book?” 

“Well, aren’t youe” I asked. 

“Son of a bitch—I won’t make the movie!” 


1? 


Meeting over. 

I only met Errol Flynn once—when I was understudying David Tomlinson and 
Geoffrey Toone in The Little Hut. David was going out with a girl who he knew 
had been in a relationship with Flynn some years earlier, so on hearing Flynn was 
coming to town, David thought he’d have a little fun with his love and faked a 
telegram: 

“Darling. Am coming to London. Let’s pick up where we left off: Love Errol.” 

It didn’t take long for the young lady to twig it was Tomlinson who had sent it, 
and she told Flynn about the gag when he landed in town. 

“Tl fix the son of a bitch,” said Flynn. 

Flynn was a huge, tall, very imposing man and he arrived at the Lyric Theatre 
Shaftesbury Avenue, just 1n time to stand in the wings with his sleeves rolled up 
for when David glanced in his direction . . . and Flynn was glaring at him wildly. 
Terrified, David couldn’t get his lines out for the next five minutes! 

Charmer though he undoubtedly was, Flynn also loved to fight—and I mean 
fists flying, down and dirty, slugging it out. In fact, he loved fighting to such an 
extent that he was often to be found sparring with a professional fighter, just to 
keep himself in shape. 

Another legendary slugger was the director John Huston, and the story goes 
that one night, fed up and bored at yet another Hollywood party, Huston and 
Flynn decided to retire to the garden and knock seven bells out of each other. 
They were on good terms, there was no issue between them, they just wanted a 
fight. So for a goodly part of the rest of the evening, the other guests were treated 


to the sounds of the pair of them, toe to toe, knocking each other around the 
garden—at the end of which they both wound up in hospital for repairs! 


olen 


Another great actor with a fondness for the bottle was Robert Newton, who was 
a wonderful Bill Sikes in Oliver Twist as well as an unforgettable Long John Silver 
in Treasure Island. Legend has it he once walked the length of the corridors at 
Denham Studios with his honorable member for Wapping hanging out while 
under the influence. 

Newton had an unfortunate way about him when sloshed, and while making a 
film with Herbert Wilcox and Anna Neagle he upset them in a way only 
Newton could. Later that day he got a call from his agent saying that unless he 
turned up the next morning sober, on time, and apologized, he’d be fired. 

At 8:30 a.m., Wilcox and Neagle appeared on set and Newton was nowhere to 
be seen, but suddenly they heard him coming down from the gantry, rather 
unsteadily, on a ladder. 

“T am told that I have to apologize to you both for my unseemly behavior 
yesterday. Well I’d love to but am afraid I cannot.” 

With that he walked off the set and out of the picture. 

I remember one time when I was in LA with my then wife, Dot Squires, 
Trevor Howard phoned from the Beverly Hills Hotel and said he was with 
Newton. 

“Bobby, come here,” said Trevor. “I want you to speak to Dorothy Squires, a 
great artist!” 

Bobby came on the phone and slurred, “Madam, I admire all your paintings.” 

There’s one more story about Bobby Newton that always makes me smile. He 
was appearing in a play in London’s West End and towards the end of the run 
one Saturday night the curtains didn’t rise. The audience was getting more than a 
little restless when suddenly there was a commotion behind the curtain and a pair 
of shoes appeared at the base. The audience went quiet, the curtain parted, and 
Bob’s face appeared through it. 

“Ladies and gentlemen!” cried the star. “The reason this curtain hasn’t risen is 
because the stage manager has the fucking impertinence to suggest that I am 


pissed!” 


oweo 


One actor I’ve always admired—in fact I’ve always been a little envious of—is 
Peter O’Toole, as I would have dearly loved to have played Lawrence of Arabia. 
I wouldn’t have been anywhere near as good as him, mind, and I did get to know 
him later. 

Michael Caine once told me a story of when he was cast to understudy 
O’Toole in the play The Long and the Short and the Tall at the Royal Court 
Theatre, in London. One Saturday night after the show O’Toole invited him to a 
restaurant. Eating a plate of egg and chips was the last thing Michael says he 
remembered, before he woke up in broad daylight in a strange flat. 

“What time is it?” he asked O’Toole, holding his aching head in his hands. 

“Never mind what time it 1s! What fucking day 1s it?” came the reply from a 
similarly slumped O’Toole. 

It turned out to be five o’clock on Monday afternoon—and the curtain was set 
to go up at eight. They rushed to the theater, where the stage manager told them 
the restaurant owner had been in and had banned them from his establishment— 
for life. Michael was about to ask what they’d done when O’Toole whispered, 
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“Never ask what you did. It’s better not to know... 





ABOVE: | always admired Peter O'Toole; legendary boozer he may have been but he was also a legend in front 
of the camera and a good dancer by the looks of things. 


O’Toole was legendary for his boozing and that probably wasn’t helped when 
in his first film, Kidnapped, he starred alongside Australian actor Peter Finch—an 
even mightier drinker, if that were possible. 

Shooting in Ireland, they were refused a drink because it was after closing time, 
so the stars decided to buy the pub and wrote out a check there and then. After 
an all-night drinking session, and having sobered up a little, they later rushed back 
to the pub and were mightily relieved the landlord hadn’t cashed the check. 

By all accounts O’Toole and Finchie remained friends with the publican and 
when he died his wife invited them to his funeral. Both men sobbed loudly at the 
graveside, and an overcome Finchie eventually had to turn away . . . only for his 
face to change from one of sadness to one of confusion as he realized they were at 
the wrong funeral—their friend was being buried 100 yards away! 


oweo 


Richard Harris had a fairly well-earned reputation as a hell-raiser—he certainly 
lived life to the maximum, that’s for sure. I first became aware of his 
“personality” when I was making The Saint at Elstree. Harris was over at 
Pinewood shooting a film called The Heroes of Telemark with Kirk Douglas. 

The director, Anthony Mann, had originally been signed to direct Spartacus 
some years earlier but he and Kirk Douglas didn’t get on, and so Mann was 
replaced by Stanley Kubrick. Mann had also previously worked with Richard 
Harris and they didn’t get along too well either, so bringing them all together 
wasn’t perhaps the best of ideas. 

Kirk Douglas and Richard Harris were very jealous of each other and were 
constantly arguing about who the “star” was. I remember my friend, publicist 
John Willis, telling me that their demands became increasingly ridiculous—to the 
point of seriously affecting the production. For instance, Harris rolled up at the 
studio one day with a tape measure, measured Douglas’s trailer, and then 
announced he was going home—apparently it was a few inches bigger than his— 
leaving the cast and crew with nothing to do until a longer trailer was found and 
brought to the studio. On another occasion, Kirk Douglas fired his chauffeur after 
an argument and Richard Harris immediately turned round and hired him. 

Doris Spriggs—who went on to become my personal assistant for twenty-nine 


years—worked on Heroes in the production department and told me that they 
were nearly run out of town when they were filming on location in Norway at a 
lovely old Norwegian church. The church had survived the worst ravages of 
World War II, only to be burned to the ground by the English film crew when 
an arc light overheated after being left on overnight. Compounding matters 
further, all the extras marched through the town dressed in full Nazi uniform 
thinking nothing of the effect it might have on the elderly inhabitants, who were 
convinced the Reich had risen once more. 

Things got worse between the two stars when they moved on location to 
Rome, and one evening attended a film premiere there. Earlier in the day, the 
British papers ran a story about all the childish behavior and petty rivalry between 
them, and Harris was understandably furious. When he saw John Willis in the 
foyer of the cinema, he pushed everyone else out of the way and demanded to 
know who leaked the story. John said nothing so Harris threatened to hit him, 
and would have done had they not been pulled apart. 

But then, ironically, on the last day of shooting back at Pinewood, both 
Douglas and Harris were in the corridor walking towards each other—a bit like 
the scene from High Noon—and John Willis found himself right in between 
them. “I couldn’t believe my eyes,” John said to me. “As they met, they shook 
each other’s hands like they were old friends and walked off to their dressing 
rooms!” 

In the late 1960s, Richard Harris divorced his wife Elizabeth, and afterwards 
Elizabeth sent him a bird in a silver cage, with the message, “Here’s one bird that 
will never get away.” In turn, he sent her an antique cowbell saying: “Wherever 
you go, I'll now be able to hear you.” 


owes 


I always try to help out an old friend where I can, and such was the occasion 
when Rex Harrison called me one day to ask a favor. Rex was starring in a play 
in Oxford in 1969 and couldn’t therefore attend the London premiere of Staircase 
—a film he had made with Richard Burton—so he asked if I would escort his 
then wife, Rachel Roberts. I agreed and duly arrived at the Connaught Hotel, 
where she was staying, and called up to her room to say I was ready with the car. 





ABOVE: Rex Harrison and Rachel Roberts—there were always fireworks when these two were involved. 


“Come up to the room, darling,” said Rachel. 
Conscious of time, I went upstairs and found the door open, and there inside 


stood Rachel in her petticoat—one breast hanging below her brassiere and the 
other above—with another lady in the room, sipping champagne. 

“Come in and have a drink, darling!” 

“No, no, Rachel, [ll wait in the bar,” I said, making a hasty escape from what I 
thought might turn into a sticky situation. After what seemed like an age, she 
came down, I leapt up, and bounded across to the door. 

“Time for another drink?” she asked. 

“We really ought to go, Rachel.” 

“Nonsense! There’s always time for another drink, darling,” she said, dragging 
me back to the bar. 

Eventually we got away from the hotel and drove to the premiere. When we 
pulled into Haymarket, where the premiere was being held, a whole horde of 
photographers converged around the car as I opened the door for Rachel to step 
out. 

“Here, get a picture of my boyfriend!” she yelled. “Ill make you famous, 
Roger!” 

I rather hurriedly pushed my inebriated friend into the theater, just as she 
screamed, in her strong Welsh lilt, “Are they ’ere?” She wasn’t referring to the 
Royal party, which, in this case, was Princess Margaret, but rather to the Burtons 
Richard and Elizabeth were due to attend. 

“No,” I said, as I hushed her from screaming further and pushed her through to 





our seats in the dress circle. After a few minutes, Richard and Elizabeth arrived 
and the Grenadier Guards started playing music. At almost the same moment, 
Princess Margaret arrived at her seat and, before I could restrain her, Rachel 
shouted, “I’ve got to say hello to my Richard!” and, with that, clambered over 
everybody, including Her Royal Highness, much to  Burton’s great 
embarrassment. 

She returned to her seat, grumbling under her breath and humming along to 
“We'll Gather Lilacs in the Spring,” kicked her shoes off, put her feet up on the 
balustrade in front, and continued chuntering about how “Richard cut me dead.” 
I explained he was in company with HRH and we really ought to settle down 
for the film. 

No sooner had the film started than I heard a gentle snoring coming from next 
to me and thanked goodness she’d fallen asleep. However, minutes later, there 
was a sudden and very loud cry, and Rachel sat bolt upright. 

“The bastards! They cut the close-up of my lovely Rex!” she exclaimed. 

Never had ninety minutes seemed so much an eternity as that evening, and 


afterwards we all went to the Savoy for the party. As any dutiful star/host would, 
Richard (with Elizabeth) stood at the entrance to receive all the guests and, as I 
went through, Burton whispered, “Good luck, boyo,” in my ear. 

When the Toastmaster called for everyone to “Be upstanding” as HRH 
entered, Rachel said, “I’m not bloody getting up!” I dragged her to her feet, 
saying, “You will!” through my clenched teeth, and really was beginning to 
regret ever accepting Rex’s invitation. 

Meanwhile, the dancing started and a waiter came to our table to say Rex was 
on the phone for Rachel. He’d just come off after his play, in which he was 
starring with Elizabeth Harris (ex of Richard Harris) and asked how Rachel was 
behaving. I was suitably diplomatic and gentlemanly—and then he asked to speak 
to Burton. 

At this time, Burton was dancing with HRH, and so I quietly stood behind 
them and coughed politely to attract his attention. 

“Oh, sorry boyo, you want to dance with ’er? Be my guest!” he said as he 
pushed Princess Margaret towards me. 

“No, no... I mean yes, I would, Ma’am, but no... Richard,” I said, “Rex is 
on the phone and wants to speak to you.” 

“Right-oh boy, look after things here, will you?” 

I smiled politely... 

Rachel was a lovely lady and a wonderful actress, but a terrible handful. Rex 
was her second husband and she was Rex’s fourth wife. Rachel always had a great 
aversion to sailing, but every year Rex chartered a boat in the Mediterranean and 
took Rachel’s best friend with him for the trip—Elizabeth Harris . . . Having 
discovered Rex’s affair with Elizabeth, Rachel divorced him in 1971. She was 
devastated after the divorce, moved to the States, and tried to carry on, but it was 
reported that her alcoholism and depression increased, eventually leading to her 
suicide in 1980, aged just fifty-three. It was terribly sad. 

I continued to see Rex from time to time and he was always friendly towards 
me, apart from one day when I was staying with Leslie Bricusse in France. Rex 
had arrived (uninvited) two days earlier, after being besieged by the press at his 
house on Cap Ferrat following Rachel’s death. Leslie explained I’d been 
promised the guest room and the screenwriter Jack Davies, who lived next door, 
suggested Rex went to stay with him. 

We all joined up for dinner at a restaurant one evening and I guess there were 
about six of us. Throughout the evening I felt rather guilty about Rex having to 
move and I decided that the least I could do was to get the bill for dinner, at 


which Harry Belafonte and his wife and James Baldwin had joined us, at my 
invitation. When we had finished, I proffered my American Express card and 
Rex came up from behind me, tore the card from my hand, and threw it on the 
floor. 

“T don’t want your damned plastic!” he shouted. 

“But I want to get dinner,” I reasoned. 

“No! I don’t mind paying for YOUR friends,” he snapped. 

The next morning I was having breakfast in a pagoda in the garden at Leslie’s 
home, when Rex came across the lawn, sat down and looked at me. “Ill get 
breakfast this morning... ” I said, with a smile. 

Curiously, Rex and David Niven just didn’t get on and Rex was always rather 
pissed off with Niv, saying, “He’s been on the Cap long before I arrived, yet he’s 
never invited me for dinner or a drink.” 

Rex could be a rather mean-spirited man, to put it mildly and, unfortunately, a 
lot of people in the business had been treated badly or spoken to nastily by him at 
some point or other, which was underlined when I joined Kirk and Anne 
Douglas, along with Greg and Veronique Peck, to see a play in LA one night. 
Claudette Colbert was co-starring in it with Rex. Afterwards, we went round to 
see Claudette and took her to dinner at Chasen’s Restaurant. But we didn’t ask 
Rex. I always felt a bit sniffy about that, but I’m afraid the Douglases had no time 
for him. I never needed to ask why. 

Rex’s next wife was Elizabeth (Liz) Harris—she was the fifth of his six wives. I, 
of course, knew Liz through my sometime co-star Richard Harris, and she lived 
with Rex in a big house off Belgrave Square in London. She once told Richard 
(who told me) of their lifestyle. Rex would dress immaculately before taking the 
lift down from his bedroom to the first-floor dining room for breakfast. In fact, 
he’d take a good thirty minutes to dress, and would put on his cape and newly 
polished boots even if he was just popping to the corner to post a letter. After 
breakfast, he would call the butler in to discuss the wine list for lunch, then go 
upstairs to change, only to re-emerge a few hours later in his tweeds for his meal 
and to sample the wine. The shout would invariably go up, “How dare you serve 
me corked wine!” 

Rex always sent the wine back in restaurants—and 1s the only person I ever 
knew who did the same at home too. 

The butler, in what must have been a well-worn and quite frustrating routine, 
would have to ensure there were buckets of ice available at 11:45 a.m. and 5:45 
p.m. in three different rooms in case Rex wanted a drink in any one of them. He 


insisted Liz dress for dinner every night too, even if they were eating in alone, 
and was of the firm belief that children should be seen and most definitely not 
heard, which made life a little tricky for Liz and her three sons. It might not 
surprise you to hear the marriage was short-lived. 

Rex wasn’t regarded very warmly by those who knew him (or even knew of 
him) but I will say the one very decent thing he did do was look after my lovely 
friend Kay Kendall when she became ill. Kay and Rex had become an item in the 
mid-’50s, when he was still married to Lilli Palmer, and when he discovered from 
her doctor that she was suffering from terminal myeloid leukaemia, he arranged a 
divorce from Lilli in order to marry Katie (as we all knew her) and care for her, 
on the understanding he’d remarry Lill after Katie’s death. In the event, Lilli was 
also having an affair with Carlos Thompson and married her lover, so she and 
Rex never got back together. 

Rex kept the illness from Katie, who believed she was suffering from an iron 
deficiency, and cared for her until she died aged just thirty-two. He often said 
one of his greatest pleasures was to “simply sit and admire Kay.” 

Quite how Katie put up with him I'll never know, but when Rex was starring 
in My Fair Lady on Broadway she used to have to stand at the side of the stage for 
every performance when he sang “I’ve grown accustomed to your face’ as he 
point blankly refused to sing it to his co-star Julie Andrews, whom he hated with 
a passion. He in fact suggested the song should be dropped, but the producers 
wouldn’t hear of it and so Rex said the only compromise would be if he could 
sing it to Kay. 

Ironically, when he won the Oscar for the film version in 1964, he smiled 
widely as he dedicated it to his two fair ladies—Julie Andrews and Audrey 
Hepburn. 
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I got on very well with Peter Sellers and I knew three of his wives quite well, 
too. He was a solitary character though, always preferring to hide behind a mask, 
and consequently you never really got to know the real Sellers. This was, after all, 
the man who said, “To see me as a person on screen would be one of the dullest 
experiences you could ever wish to experience.” 
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ABOVE: Don't ask me why Peter Sellers was attempting to paint my toenails at Cubby Broccoli’s house—| 
simply can't remember. 


Although a star of comedy films, Peter very desperately wanted to be a 
romantic lead, though knew he wasn’t classically good-looking. Sadly, he 
humiliated his first wife, Anne, when he told her about a great affair he was 
having with Sophia Loren, which was actually all in his head as there never was 
any romance with Sophia whatsoever. After divorcing Anne he met Britt Ekland 
at the Dorchester, as she was in London for a PR junket having signed a contract 
with 20th Century Fox. They married two weeks later. The marriage only lasted 
four years, as Britt couldn’t live with Peter and his violent mood swings any 
longer. A couple of years later he married Miranda Quarry and, though I didn’t 
go to the wedding, I was there for the honeymoon. 

They were staying on the Cap Ferrat in the South of France, and I was staying 
at the same hotel while filming The Persuaders!. 

One day Leslie Bricusse was bringing Johnny Gold around the Cap to the bay 
of Villefranche in his Riva and I was on Sellers’s yacht. Sellers and I spoke with 
one of the customs patrol boats and, having supplied them with a few hundred 


cigarettes and a couple of bottles of Scotch, we suggested they pull Leslie over on 
the pretense of him coming into the bay too fast. From a safe distance aboard 
Sellers’s yacht we cried with hysterics as their boat was indeed pulled over and we 
could see Leslie’s face turning red with embarrassment as the officials produced 
this cargo of illicit contraband (supplied by us) from down below. Protesting his 
innocence, Johnny started waving a large white envelope around, which was 
addressed to Sellers from his London tailor. 

“We're here to see Peter Sellers!” he shouted, evidently hoping that this 
information would be enough to secure their release. 

Finally, when we couldn’t bear watching them any longer, we waved to the 
customs men to let the errant “pirates” off. When they arrived on shore, Johnny 
gave the envelope to Sellers, who opened it only to reveal a big bag of some 
white powdered substance, together with a note saying it was a “gift for the 
honeymoon.” 

That’s the closest ’ve ever come to being arrested, let me tell you. 

That evening, back at the hotel, Sellers called us down to his room, and he was 
—shall we say—rather “far gone” on the contents of his envelope, telling us his 





bed was a flying carpet and he was going to fly around the harbor—and asking if 


we would like to go with him... 
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Talking of things potent, one of Peter’s good friends was Graham Stark. I worked 
with Graham on The Sea Wolves but he is most probably more fondly and 
famously remembered for his many appearances in the Pink Panther films with 
Peter; they were old mates and loved working together. In The Pink Panther 
Strikes Again Graham played an old Austrian innkeeper, and had the most 
wonderful—and often quoted—scene where Clouseau walked in to book a room 
and looked down at a little dog in the reception area. 

“Does your dog bite?” asks Clouseau. 

“No,” replies the old innkeeper, at which point Clouseau lowers his hand to 
stroke the “nice doggie” and it attacks him. 

“T thought you said your dog does not bite?!”’ exclaims Clouseau. 

“That is not my dog,” replies the innkeeper. 

Anyhow, filming the scene, director Blake Edwards announced, “Graham, 
Peter and I think that you’d look good if you smoked a Meerschaum pipe when 


we do this scene.” 
Graham had never smoked in his life, but happily agreed to go along with the 
request. The only problem being that they didn’t load it with tobacco, but hash. 
Graham dutifully pufted away on the pipe but every time he opened his mouth 
to speak, only gibberish came out. Edwards, Sellers, and the entire crew couldn’t 
stop laughing. Graham, meanwhile, thought it was the best day of his comedy life 
as he’d never had this amazing comedic effect on anyone before. Poor Graham. 
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In later years, like me, Sellers lived in Gstaad and he had the most wonderful 
chalet there. After divorcing Miranda in 1974, he married a young actress named 
Lynne Frederick—she was twenty-three, he was fifty-two. Many of his friends 
felt that marrying the much-younger Frederick was a mistake and regarded her as 
an opportunist who married Sellers for his money. Just before his untimely death 
in 1979, Peter had made arrangements to see his lawyers to change his will and 
exclude Frederick, whom he was on the verge of divorcing. The night before he 
was due to sign the papers he suffered a massive heart attack and died, leaving 
Frederick, his widow, to inherit almost his entire estate, which was estimated at 
£4.5 million, plus all future royalties from his films. Meanwhile, he left his 
children £800 each in a calculated and deliberate move to make them find their 
own way in life. It is thought that the feeling of rejection ultimately led to his son 
Michael’s early death. Very sadly, Michael died at fifty-two, exactly twenty-six 
years after his father’s death. 

Of course, Frederick continued to profit from the estate and even sued Blake 
Edwards and United Artists, the producers of Trail of the Pink Panther, which was 
made after Sellers’s death and used out-takes of the late actor. She was awarded 
$1.475 million in damages for “insulting the memory” of her late husband. 

After a very brief marriage to David Frost, she married a surgeon named Barry 
Unger, by whom she had a daughter, Cassie. Aged just thirty-nine, Frederick 
died in 1994, and her mother Iris inherited the estate until Cassie came of age. 
Which is how it came to pass that a person whom Sellers never knew now 
controls his estate and owns all of his belongings, while his own natural children 
remain disinherited. 

As for my own experiences of Lynne Frederick? It was around 1977 or 1978 
when Peter called me at my home in Tuscany, saying he was coming into the 


port nearby with his yacht and had Dr. Christiaan Barnard (his heart surgeon, 
who had performed the first human heart transplant) and Lynne Frederick on 
board, and asking, “Could we meet?” 

I drove down to the port and found Peter leaning against a rail on the deck of 
his boat while Lynne was busy massaging his member, which in turn was popping 
out of his swimming shorts to say hello. 

“Uh-oh!” I thought. “She’s trouble!” And I think I was right. 
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Gstaad and The Pink Panther feature heavily in a story Victor Spinetti told me. 
Victor was the most wonderful raconteur and larger-than-life character. I first met 
him when he guest-starred in The Saint, though of course he more famously went 
on to appear in several of the Beatles’ films—as he would often tell anyone who 
happened to be in earshot. 

A year or two before I moved to the Swiss ski resort, Victor decamped there to 
film The Return of the Pink Panther, which my old friend Lord Lew Grade funded. 
Peter Sellers had been lured back to play Clouseau a decade after his last outing, 
due, no doubt, in part to him needing to re-establish his box office appeal 
following a few not very successful films. Victor had a few very funny scenes as a 
hotel worker, which left Peter in hysterics on set as it happens. A good thing, 
surely? No, I’m afraid not, as in the rushes screening Victor got more laughs from 
the crew than Peter did, and the editor was ordered to move in with his scissors. 

Quite oblivious to this, Victor later accepted the invitation from Lew Grade to 
attend the star-studded premiere in Gstaad and to take part in the various press 
junkets. It was only when he arrived in Gstaad that he was told that most of his 
screen time had been left on the cutting-room floor. Meanwhile, all the posters in 
the town proclaimed welcome to the stars “Peter Sellers, Christopher Plummer, 
Catherine Schell, and Victor Spinetti” in huge four-foot-high lettering. Victor 
realized he could hardly back out and return to the airport, so he agreed to do 
whatever they wanted. 





ABOVE: Victor Spinetti was a fantastic raconteur. His fund of stories was legendary and he told them with great 
humor and warmth. 


The one line Victor had left in the film was when Clouseau asked Victor’s hotel 
manager character, “Do you have a rheum?” and Victor responded with, “A 
theum?” That was it. 

Dreading that the press might ask him how he prepared for his role in the film, 
Victor called his old mate Richard Burton, who was then also resident in Gstaad, 
with his sometime wife Elizabeth Taylor, and confided in them that he was 
feeling rather uneasy, particularly about having to attend the big post-film party 
afterwards, where he was sure he would feel a bit of a sham celebrating his role. 
Richard, having not been invited, decided that he and Liz would support their 
old friend by turning up and—of course—the photographers went mad. Peter 
Sellers’s face dropped and Liz Taylor proceeded to wind him up even further by 
saying things like, “Why did you choose this place for the party?” and “What’s 
that awful music the band’s playing?” (it was “The Pink Panther Theme’’) and so 
on. Then, director Blake Edwards introduced his wife, Julie Andrews, to sing, at 
which Burton leaned over to Victor and said, “Anything you can do to follow, 
old love? The world’s press are here and might discover you all over again.” 

Victor suggested he could do his monologue of “When Alec Guinness was 
fucked by the Turks,” to which Burton enthusiastically agreed, and as soon as 
Julie Andrews completed her song, Richard stood to his feet and said, “Ladies 
and gentlemen, and now my great friend Victor Spinetti... !” 

Sellers leapt up and shouted, “NO!” 

Burton smiled, “Of course, Peter, I’m sorry. Come Victor. Come Elizabeth,” 
and they swept out, only stopping momentarily for the blinding series of camera 
flashes. 

“We'll get you in the bloody papers yet, Victor!” said Burton. 

The next morning, Burton arrived at Victor’s hotel to take him back home for 
lunch with Elizabeth. On the way back they picked up the European newspapers 
and found their three faces plastered across most of the front pages. 

“Success!” cried Richard. Only on closer inspection they discovered the 
captions all read, “At the premiere of The Return of the Pink Panther Rachard 
Burton, Elizabeth Taylor and Mel Ferrer...” 

That’s show business, folks! 








ABOvE: Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis in the early days. One of the greatest-ever comedy pairings. 


CHAPTER 8 


The Producers 


\ x / HILE THE WRITERS AND DIRECTORS COME UP WITH interesting ways to spend 
the money, it’s the producer’s job to raise it. Apart from being perhaps 
the most prolific of all British film producers, Harry Alan Towers was one of the 
more colorful characters of the British film business, racking up over 100 big- 
screen producing credits, plus another fifty-odd as a writer. Granted, many of 
them were cheaply made action, horror, and soft-porn movies, but Harry had no 
interest in winning plaudits or awards; he just wanted to entertain and make a 
quick profit. 

Though I never worked with him, I knew many cast and crew who did and 
who, in turn, regaled me with their tales. 

One such was from Fred Turner, who was the managing director of Rank Film 
Distributors in the 1980s and 1990s. When Fred took his annual holiday one 
year, Harry—or El Sombrero as he was known by his crews due to his initials 
HAT—rolled up to see Fred’s deputy and said, “George, I’ve got this most 
wonderful script by a very talented writer named Peter Welbeck and I think it’s 
right up your street.” 





ABOVE: Producer Elliott Kastner—with whom I'd worked on North Sea Hijack in the late 1970s—used every 
trick in the book to make sure he got the film he wanted. Nothing wrong with that—it’s what all good 
producers do. 


Harry didn’t bank on the deputy MD knowing that Peter Welbeck was in fact 
his pseudonym and the script had been knocking around Wardour Street for 
months. That was Harry, always looking for the main chance. 

Peter Manley, who was production manager on some of my Saints and made a 
few films with El Sombrero, told me about one time he was with Harry on a film 
in Marrakesh. Apparently every weekend HAT would go off to London with the 
negative in his suitcase and the following Monday he would arrive back with a 
case full of unexposed film and cash to pay the crew—all highly illegal back then, 
of course. 

One Monday Harry didn’t come back—and by Wednesday there was still no 
sign of him and the crew were about to mutiny and stop shooting. Peter 
persuaded them to carry on, as he knew they would be in a better bargaining 


position if they were still working. 





ABOVE: Sir Larry Olivier and producer Harry Alan Towers—HAT or El Sombrero to his friends—another 
producer who knew a few tricks. 


Sure enough, the following week Harry arrived and asked how it was all going, 
but he hadn’t brought any cash with him. It wasn’t untypical of Harry to have 
cash-flow problems. He asked for the film that had been shot in his absence but— 
thinking on his feet—Peter told him it was in the hotel safe and couldn’t be 
released until Harry had paid the crew. Harry fumed and jumped up and down a 
bit but then shot off somewhere, only to return a day later with the cash. 

Harry was a chancer, a charmer, and a shrewd businessman who would put 
together the most obscure and complicated co-production deals involving 
countries you’d never heard of, and he found film-friendly tax shelters in the 
furthest-flung corners of the world. He churned his movies out at a rate of knots 
—iainly because he had to make the next film to pay off his debts and crews on 
the last. 

He would never not pay, he was just very tardy. 

John Llewellyn Moxey, who directed some of my Saints, made one picture for 
Towers but “stopped shooting until my check cleared,” he said. 

Director Michael Tuchner checked in to a hotel somewhere in deepest Europe 
one day while on a recce for a (non-HAT) production. The manager greeted him 
warmly and said, “I understand you are in the film business?” 

“Yes, that’s right,” said Michael. 

“Do you know Mr. Harry Alan Towers?” 

“Well, I know of him,” Tuchner replied. 

“Then please would you take this bill to London and ask him to settle it?” 
asked the distraught manager. 

HAT would often shoot two films back to back or in the same locale to benefit 
from the economies of scale. One such case was when The Call of the Wild was 
on location a few miles from his big-screen version of Treasure Island with Orson 
Welles, supposedly one of his oldest friends. Peter Manley, who was associate 
producer on The Call of the Wild, suggested to HAT that it would be great to 
have Orson Welles appear in his film in a day role, and might he consider 
allowing Welles to come over from the other side of the valley? Realizing that 
Orson would ask for more money, Towers declined, saying, “I wouldn’t wish 
him on you, Peter!” 

Incidentally, of the former film, its star, Charlton Heston said, “The worst film I 
ever made was The Call of the Wild. How can you possibly screw up that story? 
You may well ask. The root of our troubles was the producer, a sort of rogue 


Brit who flickered shadowlike in and out of the country to avoid his various 
creditors. What we finally ended up with was a_ joint 
British/ American/Norwegian/German/French/Italian/Spanish — co-production. 
There are many good actors in all these countries whose English is perfectly 
competent. Our producer did not hire them.” Ouch. 

For many years HAT could not enter the US without the threat of being 
arrested, after jumping bail there in 1961. By all accounts he would arrive in New 
York with some lovely ladies and, to help seal various finance deals for his films, 
he would leave the young ladies with the executives for the afternoon . . . and 
very obliging they were too, I hear. The vice ring was soon uncovered and 
Towers was arrested. 

HAT made a living from adapting public domain stories and was not averse to a 
little thinly disguised plagiarism. He would often arrive on location for one film, 
having written a screenplay for the next film on the plane over. Yet, despite his 
sausage factory approach, Towers managed to attract big-name actors such as 
Orson Welles, Jack Palance, Michael Caine, and Christopher Lee—sometimes 
more than once. In fact, my Golden Gun adversary starred in five of HAT’s Fu 
Manchu films, based on the characters created by Sax Rohmer. The first, The Face 
of Fu Manchu, was rather good but then... 

“Brides of Fu Manchu was tosh,” Christopher said. “An extravagant publicity 
stunt almost sank the picture. At the instigation of producer Harry Alan Towers, 
who took an enthusiastic part, I toured European countries choosing from each 
the winner of a national beauty competition, whose prize was a part in the film. 
They titted about the set, draped themselves about pillars in Fu Manchu’s great 
stone den, and between takes some draped themselves about members of the unit. 
But they could not show themselves off to best advantage because they were not 
members of Equity and therefore they had not a line to speak between the whole 
dozen.” 

That didn’t deter HAT, though, who went on to film The Castle of Fu Manchu 
—a Spanish/Italian/West German co-production shot in Turkey—beginning 
with Fu freezing the Atlantic and wrecking an ocean liner via spliced-in clips 
from A Night to Remember, tinted a spectral blue in an attempt to disguise the fact 
that they were shot in black and white and the rest of the film is in color! 

On another occasion HAT was in Rio shooting a film with his favored 
director, Jess Franco, who had a reputation for shooting very quickly. They were 
over a week ahead of schedule, with their next shots being of the finale of the 
Rio Carnival. Faced with putting his cast and crew on paid hiatus to await the 


annual festivities, HAT decided to write a script called 99 Women over the 
weekend and, with his three female leads, director, and crew, shot its action and 
location sequences in five days, before resuming work on the other film. By the 
time he returned to London he had one complete film and another third of 99 
Women in the can. 

There is an anecdote, possibly apocryphal, about how Towers tried to persuade 
Herbert Lom, another of his favored leading actors, to join the cast of a new 
Harry Palmer spy movie, Bullet to Beijing, starrimg Michael Caine. 

“Tt will be shot in Russia in an exciting location where few film crews have 
ever gone,” said Harry, without naming the place. 

When Lom insisted on knowing where it was, Towers replied, after some 
hesitation, “Um... Chernobyl.” 

HAT had done a deal with Len Deighton to bring his famous spy creation back 
to the screens, although I believe he had to do a separate deal with Harry 
Saltzman, as in the first book the spy didn’t have a name—that was a creation of 
the film that Harry Saltzman had produced. So to use the name “Harry Palmer” 
didn’t have a clear title of use in a new film and necessitated a bit of negotiation. 

HAT had found some money in the newly opened-up Russia, tied it up with a 
Canadian/UK co-production, and secured Michael Caine for the lead. Filming in 
the former Soviet Union meant buying certain friendships and protection. 
Towers said, “Russia welcomed us with open palms.” 

On another occasion, cameraman Ronnie Maasz told me about joining one of 
HAT’s productions in Salzburg. Rather than pay to shoot in a studio, the prudent 
producer opted to adapt hotel bedrooms, houses, offices, and any other setting he 
could acquire cheaply, with sets dressed as they went along. The actors were 
mainly German (as that’s where his finance came from) and Ronnie discovered 
they had actually started the film in Prague, but for “financial reasons” everything 
was transported across the border overnight and re-set in Austria. 

The first shot was to be of an exotic white sports car, but a rusty old Czech 
Tatra turned up. HAT declared it only needed a quick re-spray—and he knew 
just where to get it done. An hour later, the car returned to the set sporting a 
new paint job that was a curiously flat shade of white. Soon after, it started to rain 
and the color washed off the car—he’d had it painted on the cheap and the local 
painter had used emulsion! Not to be outdone, HAT approached a local shopper 
and asked if he could borrow his white sports car, to which, amazingly, the local 
agreed. Unfortunately, though, Harry failed to think ahead to the next day’s 
shooting requirements. So, on day two another white car was found—an entirely 


different model—and HAT ordered shooting to continue, reasoning, “No one 
will notice—they’ll be too caught up in the plot!” Needless to say, everyone 
noticed! 





Above: With Tony Curtis and Lord Lew Grade, a formidable producer and a great friend. 
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One time, filming in Rome, I met for lunch with an old friend of mine. 
Vincenzo Labella was a lecturer in Vatican History and Art in Florence and 
Rome, and later became a very successful writer and producer, after starting out 
as a technical advisor on Francis of Assisi. Over lunch, Vincenzo told me his next 
project as a producer was going to be on the television series Jesus of Nazareth for 
Lew Grade. In fact, it transpired, he was going to the airport that very afternoon 
to pick Lew up, as they had some meetings to attend about the new series. 

It was an opportunity I couldn’t resist. I asked Vincenzo if I could act as their 


chauffeur. I said I would wear a jacket and cap . . . all I asked was that Vincenzo 
went along with anything I said. 

“OK,” he said, eyeing me suspiciously. 

At the airport, Lew got into the back of the car, puffing on his trademark cigar, 
and, without looking around, in my best Italian I asked, “Dove vorresti che guidi?” 

“What? What did he say?” barked Lew. 

“Oh,” said Vincenzo, “he just asked where are we going.” 

“What sort of driver is he if he doesn’t know where we’re going?” Lew 
snapped. 


“It’s OK, he’s merely confirming .. . 
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* said Vincenzo. 

I started driving and waited for them to become engrossed in conversation 
before I interrupted them. “Mi scusi, signore, ma la prego di chiedere al signore si é alla 
guida con se posso avere uno dei suoi magnifici sigari?” 

“What? What did he say now?” asked an irritated Lew. 

“He wants to know if he can have one of your fine cigars,” said Vincenzo. 

“What the bloody hell is going on here?” cried Lew. 

I turned around and smiled. 

“Stop the car!” he shouted. He got out, went to the boot, pulled out a huge 
box of Monte Cristos, and gave them to me, laughing his head off. Lew’s 
trademark was his wonderful, large Havana cigar. Comedian Dave Allen always 
said of him, “Never wear a brown suit when you’re around Lew as he’ll pick you 
up and try to light you.” 

Lew was a great friend to me, and although he was of Jewish-Russian 
extraction, I think he’d have converted to any religion if it meant getting a deal. 
Kathy, Lady Grade, is Catholic and when she was invited to an audience with the 
Pope in Rome in the 1970s, Lew naturally traveled with her. 

“Roger,” he later told me, “Pope held Kathy’s hand and blessed her, blessed 
her family, and blessed the work of her beloved husband. Then Pope called me 
over, and do you know what Pope said, Roger? He said ‘Mr. Grade, I want to 
bless you for all of the great work you produce and in particular I want to thank 
you for making Jesus of Nazareth.’ ” 

“Oh really, Lew?” 

“Yes, and do you know what else, Roger? Well, the following Sunday when 
Pope came out on his balcony to bless the crowds in St. Peter’s Square...” 
“Yes, Lew?” I asked. 

“Well, Roger. That Sunday he held up his hands to bless the crowds and said, 
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‘Bless you my children, and be sure you watch Jesus of Nazareth on TV tonight 


Lew initially sold the series to NBC in America, and such was its popularity that 
NBC asked Lew to fly over to negotiate a deal for repeat screening rights. Just 
before he left he received a call from Proctor & Gamble Entertainment saying 
that they wanted to buy the show and all future re-run rights with it. It was hot 
property. 

On the plane going over to LA, Lew said he had a vision, “And that vision was 
of the number 25.” He knew it wasn’t $25 and it couldn’t be $25,000, so when 
he went into his first meeting with the P&G executives he told them the price 
was $25 million. 

They told him he was crazy. 

He went to see NBC next, as planned, and they asked how much he wanted. 
“$25 million,” he beamed. 

They only wanted five re-runs and after an hour of negotiating said their top 
price was $15.5 million—Lew wasn’t interested. 

His next LA meeting was at CBS, where he was pitching a new mini-series 
with Sophia Loren and Omar Sharif, but he felt the executives just weren’t biting 
and couldn’t figure out why, so he asked them point blank if he’d done anything 
to upset them. 

“What about offering us repeats of Jesus of Nazareth?” they asked. 

“NBC has first option to buy it and I want $25 million,” said Lew. 

“OK, when do you want to know?” they asked. 

“T’m leaving for the airport at 4 p.m.” 

“You'll hear from us by then.” 

Lew, meanwhile, called back NBC and said they had twenty-eight minutes to 
reach a decision on buying the show, and the price was $25 million, take it or 
leave it. It was chutzpah on a grand scale. Ten minutes later, the chairman, 
Herbert Schlosser, called him. “Lew, we’ve been friends for fifteen years. How 
can you do this to me? I need time.” 

“You've got twenty minutes left,” Lew said, “before I offer it to CBS.” 

Sure enough, NBC came up with the $25 million. 

When asked later how he arrived at the visionary figure, Lew shook his head 
and said, “I don’t know, but I couldn’t believe they paid it!” 

While Jesus of Nazareth was a production triumph for Lew’s company, ITC, the 
jewel in his weekly network television schedule was undoubtedly the variety 
show Sunday Night at the London Palladium, and one Sunday Lew made a star out 
of a puppet act called “Topo Gigio.” A few months later they were short of a 
“top of the bill” act and on the Friday prior to the show word came back to Lew 


that he was not to worry as they’d secured Tito Gobbi (the famous Italian 
baritone). 

“Aww, no!” cried Lew. “Not that bloody mouse act again.” 

Towards the end of his life, Lew was approached by the chiefs at Polygram 
Films, who hit the jackpot in 1994 with Four Weddings and a Funeral, and who 
had then recently acquired the ITC library of programs and films that Lew had 
egreen-lit, financed and/or produced—including The Saint, The Persuaders!, 
Randall & Hopkirk Deceased, The Baron, The Champions, Raise the Titanic, Escape to 
Athena, and so on. It was a vast library and had been wrestled from Lew in the 
1980s after he lost control of his empire due to some unfortunate business 
dealings. 

Anyhow, the proposition was for Lew to be appointed non-executive chairman 
of Polygram—a figurehead position more than anything else. They offered him 
the annual salary of £100,000. 

“That’s not enough,” said Lew abruptly. “Make it £150,000.” 

The two chiefs, Stewart Till and Michael Kuhn, were a little taken aback as 
they were effectively offering him a job with little work involved for a not 
inconsiderable sum of money. 

“But, Lew, we can’t go any higher! You only have to attend a couple of 
meetings a year,” they reasoned. 

“Well, you boys think about it,” said Lew. 

Deflated and somewhat stumped, Till and Kuhn said they’d get back to Lew 
after their impending trip to Germany, where they hoped to conclude a deal with 
the huge Kirsch Media TV empire to license some of the ITC shows. 

“Pll come with you!” said Lew. “If I’m going to be chairman I need to earn my 
£150,000." 

Despite their protests that they had already more or less sewn up the deal and 
didn’t need any help, Lew was insistent. 

Arriving at Heathrow airport to board their flight a couple of days later, they 
saw Lew emerge from his Rolls-Royce and enter the departure hall, trademark 
cigar firmly in his mouth. The “no smoking” policy was something completely 
alien to Lew and consequently something he ignored. His young executive 
friends wondered what they might be getting themselves into with this larger- 
than-life character who lived life very much on his terms and who seemed 
adamant that lending his name to their already successful company was worth 
£150,000. 

On arriving at Kirsch HQ, Lew was immediately whisked up to see Leo Kirsch, 


the head of the company, and launched straight into Yiddish with his old friend. 
They swiftly disappeared, arm-in-arm, into an office, while Kuhn and Till were 
left outside worrying that their long-gestating deal was about to be blown. A few 
minutes later, Lew emerged. 

“OK, boys. The deal is done,” he told them. “Let’s go for lunch.” 

Kuhn and Till, by now rather furious, told Lew he had no right to interfere 
with their negotiations and that he didn’t even know how much they’d bargained 
on getting, so had undoubtedly sold them short. 

“How much did you want?” asked Lew. 

“We were edging towards £200,000,” said “the boys.” 

“T just got you £300,000, boys,” Lew smiled. “Now you see why I’m worth 
that extra fifty?” 

Needless to say, Lew became their chairman at his proposed fee. 

There was much talk of remaking some of the classic TV shows, and I know 
Lew was very keen to revisit his past successes and took to the chat show sofas to 
talk about it all. Sadly, Lew passed away before many of his plans could come to 
fruition. Soon after, Polygram hit financial problems and the company’s Dutch 
parent company announced it was withdrawing from film production, selling its 
catalogue to ITV. 

Lew’s brother, Lord Bernard Delfont—or Bernie to his friends—was also very 
active in film finance and production and was, in fact, the person who invited my 
old friend Bryan Forbes to head up ABPC’s production activity in the late 1960s. 
Later on, in 1978, Bernie, as chairman of the now renamed EMI Films, had 
backed a little British film called The Life of Brian, which was the brainchild of the 
Monty Python team. 

Bernie was set on investing a great deal of his company’s money in the movie 
but at the last minute got cold feet about the religious subject matter—and not 
least about the image of “Brian” on a crucifix singing, “Always look on the bright 
side of life.” Bernie pulled out just days before shooting was due to start. 

Faced with finding another backer at short notice, the team were all set to 
throw in the towel when Eric Idle suddenly remembered a chap he recently met 
at a party—former Beatle George Harrison. Not having time to beat about the 
bush, Idle came straight to the point and asked Harrison if he would be interested 
in bailing out the film for $4 million. Harrison read the script the following day, 
loved it immediately, and agreed to come on board. Idle later described this 
moment as “the most expensive movie ticket ever purchased.” Harrison formed 
Handmade Films with his business manager Denis O’Brien and production 


commenced. 

The film was an enormous success and although Handmade was formed 
originally to produce only one film, they soon found themselves becoming 
involved with another when the gangster movie The Long Good Friday came their 
way. The film had been completed but its production company, Black Lion 
Films, which was owned by Lew Grade, was becoming nervous about its 
prospects due to the high level of violence and a key subplot involving the IRA. 
Handmade made an offer to buy the rights for £700,000 and released the film, 
which proved to be another huge hit. 

Harrison once said, “As a musician I’ve been the person who’s said of the 
people with the money, ‘What do they know?’ and now I’m that person. But I 
know that unless you give an artist as much freedom as possible, there’s no point 
in using that artist.” 

The company continued producing movies into the early 1990s when it was 
sold, though, alas, they never gave me a job! 
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Another important producer in my life, and indeed in the movie business as a 
whole, was Harry Saltzman. The often brash, frequently loud, and always 
extravagant producer was actually Canadian, born in Quebec, and not American 
as many people incorrectly assumed. 

I know Harry didn’t have a particularly happy childhood and ran away from 
home aged fifteen to join the circus. Such was his entrepreneurial spirit, two years 
later he was running his own circus troupe. 

During the 1940s he joined the army, serving in World War II, where he was 
posted to Paris and was later recruited to the OSS—the Office of Strategic 
Services, an intelligence division. Such was the sensitivity of his work that when 
in 2003 his daughter Hilary wanted to move to Quebec from LA, she had to 
prove her father was a Canadian citizen, so contacted the Department of State to 
retrieve Harry’s records. Those relating to his military service were said to need 
the permission of the Secretary of State himself before they could be released, and 
even then they were edited heavily—some sixty years after the fact. 





ABOVE: Harry Saltzman (left) and Cubby Broccoli (right) with the man who created James Bond, lan Fleming. 


After the war, Harry stayed on in Paris where he met Jacqueline, a Romanian 
who had escaped from the troubles of her homeland, and they married soon after. 
In Paris he found work as a casting agent but despite modest success he never 
really made his mark in the profession, nor a great deal of money. He next 
became involved in a TV series about the French Foreign Legion, which proved 
more profitable and, after joining British producer Betty Box to work on The Iron 
Petticoat, Harry realized that there were more rewarding opportunities in the film 
business and, together with Tony Richardson and John Osborne, he formed a 


production company with the hopes of being able to find finance for more 
features. They called the collaboration Woodfall Productions and Harry finally 
found his real vocation in life. 

Look Back in Anger cast rising Welsh actor Richard Burton as the lead, and 
Harry sought out various other stage plays he thought fitting for the screen. 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning followed in 1960, starring a young Albert 
Finney. When the James Cagney film The Gallant Hours opened in Leicester 
Square, it did terrible business and was pulled after just three days. The manager, 
keen to find something else to screen immediately, was offered Saturday Night and 
the rest, as they say, is history . . . The film scooped three BAFTA awards, 
including Best British Film, and made a fortune! 

The Entertainer, starring Laurence Olivier, was another award-winning 
production, but soon after that the Woodfall team parted ways to pursue their 
own projects. Harry was looking for another investment and turned to a 
successful series of novels by Ian Fleming. He reportedly paid $50,000 for the 
rights in 1961, a huge sum for the times, and his pricey offer earned him just a 
six-month option on the James Bond character. But in teaming with Cubby 
Broccoli on the eve of expiry of his option, a deal was done with United Artists 
and Jim Bond hit the big screen. 

Jess Conrad told me a great story about when he came across Harry. Jess, who, 
aside from being a big singing star had also made a foray into films, went up for 
roles in a number of TV commercials but never seemed to get them. It was, he 
reasoned to his friend and fellow struggling thespian Gareth Hunt, who was 
experiencing similar problems at the time, because neither of them had blue eyes 
—all the Paul Newman lookalikes were getting the jobs they went up for. So 
they decided the best thing to do would be to invest in a pair of blue contact 
lenses between them. At the time, contact lenses were very expensive and they 
could only afford one each. They agreed to take it in turns to wear them. 

When the call went out to find a new James Bond in 1968, Jess wangled 
himself an audition and called Gareth Hunt. “Can I borrow the lens tomorrow?” 
When Gareth asked why, Jess wanted to throw him off the scent of this juicy 
role. “Oh, it’s nothing, just a commercial for something or other,” he lied. 

So, Jess got the lenses. You must remember that at this time contact lens 
technology was pretty young, and the only problem with the lenses was that 
although they looked good, you couldn’t actually see much through them. 

Jess duly reported at the production company EON’s South Audley Street 
office and, running a little late, told the receptionist that he had a meeting with 


Harry Saltzman. He was told to go up to the office so he dashed up the stairs and 
when he reached the top he realized he hadn’t put the lenses in so, a little out of 
breath and somewhat nervous, he started trying to put the lenses in, only to drop 
one on the floor. On his hands and knees Jess started feeling through the deep 
carpet pile for the lens. Eventually he found it and stuck it straight in, knocked on 
the door, and entered. 

“The name’s Conrad, Jess Conrad,” he stated confidently. 

“T’m over here,” replied Harry Saltzman, wondering why this actor was talking 
to a hat stand. 

“Oh, yes,” Jess said, swivelling around. 

Unfortunately, the lens had picked up some fluff and grit from the carpet, and 
as if it wasn’t bad enough that he couldn’t see much with the lenses in, now tears 
were running down his cheek thanks to the grit in his eye—not quite the persona 
for a fearless 007. 

The interview lasted a few minutes and Jess left, still wearing the lenses, only to 
miss his footing on the top stair, and fall all the way down. As he clattered to a 
halt at the bottom, Harry appeared at the top of the stairwell, laughing riotously, 
and shouted, “You'll never be James Bond—but I'd love to sign you up as a stunt 
man!” 

Such was the success of the Bond films that Harry and Cubby began to make 
more money than they knew what to do with. Guy Hamilton was in Cubby’s 
office one day after Goldfinger opened and Harry called through on the 
speakerphone: “Cubby, I know what we should do with our money,” he said. 
“We'll buy gold!” 

“But where would we keep it all?” Cubby asked, worriedly. 





ABOVE: I'll always be grateful to Harry and Cubby for giving me the chance to play Jimmy Bond. 


I had been great friends with Harry from the early 1960s, though that all 
changed when I started working for him. You see, Harry had this belief that if he 
paid you, then he owned you. I know he had a contract with Albert Finney, for 
example, where Albie had to seek his permission to work elsewhere. 

When we started Live and Let Die his partnership with Cubby was beginning to 
crack around the edges, and Harry effectively ran the production on the film by 
agreeing Cubby would do similar on the next—it was a way of minimizing the 


time they had to spend working together. 

Harry loved making movies and made many other non-Bond films, whereas 
Cubby was content to concentrate on the franchise. 

Once I signed as 007, Harry became very possessive and felt he owned me. He 
demonstrated it, for example, by not allowing my friend David Hedison to stay at 
the same hotel as me because he was jealous of our friendship. He argued about 
my long-time hairdresser, Mike Jones, joining the production . . . and things like 
that. 

I know director Guy Hamilton felt caught in the middle of the two producers 
and told UA that he could happily make a film with Harry, and could happily 
make a film with Cubby, but he wasn’t keen on making a film with Cubby and 
Harry together. 

However, for all his faults, Harry was still an amazing showman and he loved 
making movies. 
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ABOVE: Another legendary filmmaker and philanthropist, Sir Run Run Shaw. His use of ginseng root tea was 
thought to have helped keep him going to the ripe age of | 06. 





Greg Peck once told me about a meeting he had with the producer Run Run 
Shaw in Hong Kong. Shaw was a tremendously successful film mogul and 
philanthropist and founded Shaw Brothers Studios, which became one of the 
best-known film production companies in Hong Kong. Greg had gone over to 
meet with the great man and see his studio, where they shot all the Kung Fu and 
karate movies that were so popular all over the Far East. Anyhow, they were 
sitting in Run Run Shaw’s office and Shaw brought out a beautiful, highly 
polished mahogany box, lined with red velvet, and lying inside was a large, 
knobbly ginseng root. Run Run Shaw told Greg that this particular piece of 
ginseng was from the mountains of mainland China, where mountaineers would 


hunt down the roots and dig them out with small spoons in order to preserve the 
root intact. 

I should add that at this stage, Run Run Shaw was in his early seventies, 
incredibly rich, and very charming. 

“Gregory, I take three capsules of this every morning, and three more at night 
before I go to bed. I have a man grind this root up for me into a powder and I 
wash it down with a tot of Scotch,” declared the producer. “And I can still do 
everything—I mean everything—that I could when I was thirty.” He added, 
leaving Greg in no doubt as to what he meant. 

Seeing how well ginseng worked at keeping Run Run Shaw on top form, dear 
Greg decided that it might just work for his old friend Niv, who had been ailing 
rather markedly the last time they had met. He duly sent some along to David 
Niven, but heard shortly after that Niv’s doctors, already worried about him, 
were monitoring all his intake and wouldn’t allow him to take it. 

There’s got to be something in it, though. I remembered that story when I read 
about Run Run Shaw’s death in January 2014—at the tender age of 106. 
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Of course, films featuring would-be heroic actors such as I only come about 
because of the ingenuity, negotiating, and charming skills of producers. One who 
had all that in bucket loads was Elliott Kastner, who was most definitely one of 
the largest larger-than-life characters in the film business. He had a damn good 
eye for a commercial story, but then again he did start his career as a literary 
agent, so he ought to have known a good book when he read one. 

I only made one film with Elliott, North Sea Hijack, but knew him socially and 
from around Pinewood, where he kept an office for most of his working life. 
When he was in residence you’d know because there was no mistaking his voice 
booming down the corridor when he was on the phone, having rather heated 
conversations with financiers and executives, which often ended with Elliott 
lovingly telling them where to “shove it.” 

I think it’s fair to say that Elliott was in litigation for most of his life with one 
person or another, but he also made more films than anyone else I know. 

He was always on the lookout for well-heeled people in his never-ending 
pursuit of what he’d call the “war chest,” and the story goes that whenever Elliott 
arrived in LA he would stay at a well-known and rather luxurious hotel. On 


arrival, he would slip a very handsome gratuity to the reservations manager and 
ask if there were any residents from Texas in the large suites. He’d then go to 
their rooms, knock on the door, and introduce himself. Over the years, Elliott 
had worked out that they were pretty likely to be wealthy oil executives and he’d 
always have a script to tell them about and an exciting opportunity for them to be 
in movies. 

A couple of years before we started shooting North Sea Hijack, Elliott had cast 
Marlon Brando and Jack Nicholson in a movie called The Missouri Breaks. 

Brando was a great believer in “the method” school of acting, so launched 
himself right into his characters, always trying to capture the character’s 
psychological motivation and emotions. In this case he did so by catching 
grasshoppers in his downtime and eating a live frog. If that wasn’t bizarre enough, 
the Western saw Brando speaking in an over-the-top Irish accent, and wearing a 
dress too. 

When he was trying to pull the finance for the film together, Elliott heard that 
Jack Nicholson had just moved into a house near Marlon Brando’s, and so he 
courted them both to star. He knew if both men agreed then the finance was 
assured. Brando was at the peak of his powers and Elhott happily yielded to 
demands both large and small in order to secure him, including hiring Arthur 
Penn to direct. But despite satisfying their every demand, neither Brando nor 
Nicholson would quite commit. So Elliott did the only thing he could—he 
resorted to subterfuge, telling both of them that the other had agreed a deal. Not 
long after that they both happily signed on the dotted line! That was Elliott. 


Postscript 


A FEW YEARS AGO, WITH MY BRITISH PASSPORT COMING UP FOR renewal, I thought 
the easiest and quickest way of picking up a replacement was to book a one-day 
appointment at the Passport Office in London, where the plan was that I would 
fill in a form, bring a couple of photos, and return after lunch to pick up my new 
document. 

Upon handing my duly completed renewal paperwork to the man behind the 
counter, he tutted and said my signature was “outside the box” and told me I’d 
need to go and fill in another complete form. About ten minutes later I returned, 
and ensured my signature was now well and truly within the appointed box. 

‘Are these photos recent ones?” he asked as I handed them over. 

“Yes, I had them taken a week ago,” I replied. “In Switzerland.” 

“What?” 

“A week ago...” I repeated. 

“You said Switzerland?” he asked, as he dropped them back on the desk. “I’m 
afraid we can’t accept these, as they are not on approved UK photographic 
paper.” 

I was somewhat taken aback, but my interrogator was not someone I felt I 
could be in any way glib with, so, looking forlorn, I asked what I could do. 

“Down that corridor,” he pointed. “Turn left and follow it to the end and 
youll see a photo machine there. It costs £5 and will print you four. When you 
have them, come back.” 

After what seemed like a three-mile hike, I managed to obtain the photos, 
though obviously by then I wasn’t in a terribly good mood as I look most 
perturbed in them. I dropped them back to my friend. He read through the form 
again, looked at the photos... “I’m sorry, but this is a different person.” 

“Pardon?” I asked. 

“On your current passport you are named as Mr. Roger Moore, but now you 
want it to be in the name of Sir Roger Moore—it’s different.” 

“Yes, I’ve been knighted in the meantime.” 

“Ah,” he replied. “Do you have any proof of that?” 

“Proof?! What would you like?” I seethed through clenched teeth. “A letter 
from the Queen?” 

With that, he finished off the paperwork and matter-of-factly told me to report 
back to the office around the corner in three hours. 


Following lunch and a much-needed glass of wine, I reported to what I can 
only really describe as a hatch in a wall, where I rang the bell and waited for said 
hatch to open. 

“Name?” the little man said. 

“Roger Moore.” 

“Date of birth?” 

“14 October 1927.” 

“Got any ID on you?” 

It’s at times like this I’m incredibly tempted to say, “Do you know who I am?” 
(Or as in the case of when I was in New York for an interview promoting my 
first book, and the door security man [who had my name on his list] said, “I can’t 
let you in without photo ID,” I slapped my book down in front of him and said, 
“There! That’s me and that’s my name,” and walked through past him.) On this 
occasion, though, I think I produced either my driving license or credit card. 

He studied my ID very carefully and held it up against my passport. “Ah, yes, 
that’s fine.” 

I took my passport and just as I was about to turn and exit, the little man called 
out, “Excuse me!” 

I returned to his hatch, and he smiled widely, “I’ve always been a big fan, Sir 
Roger. Any chance of an autograph?” 
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I tell you this small anecdote to highlight the fact that whatever one’s fame, 
whatever one has “accomplished,” whoever one has met and mingled with, 
wherever one has traveled, there are always times in life that one is brought back 
to earth with a bump. It’s true what they say: “You can take the boy out of south 
London, but you can’t take south London out of the boy.” This particular south 
London boy has always been very lucky. ve worked with the best and traveled 
the world, made friends with the great and the good, and continue to live life to 
the full—but it’s incidents like the one above that (eventually) make me smile and 
remember my roots. 


- 
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ABOVE: Kristina and | visit some of the Kosovar refugees in FYR Macedonia in 1999. 





ABOVE: On our first visit to Kazakhstan, Kristina and | met children with disabilities and were continually 
inspired. 


In Closing... 


ACTING INTERESTS (AND ATTEMPTS) ASIDE, I AM, OF COURSE, still primarily kept 
busy as a UNICEF Goodwill Ambassador and I’m always delighted when my 
passion for UNICEF rubs off on those around me. One of my more recent 
fundraising projects is Giving Tales, which came about when my son Christian 
and his business partner Klaus Lovgreen discussed the idea of producing an 
interactive, animated version of Hans Christian Andersen fairy tales. Giving Tales 
is an app available on iPhones, iPads, etc. (although other tablet devices are 
available, of course . . .), and the plan is for a celebrity to read a Hans Christian 
Andersen story and, as an ever-continuing project, every year the catalogue is set 
to grow, generating an ongoing royalty for UNICEF. I thought it sounded like a 
terrific project. 

I called on a few friends to see if they might lend their tonsils, and the first to 
jump on board was the lovely Ewan McGregor. Soon afterwards, Stephen Fry, 
Joanna Lumley, Joan Collins, and Michael Caine all joined me in recording tales. 
Pll keep you posted! 





ABOVE: At UNICEF HQ with Namibian youth representative Livey Van Wyk and fellow Goodwill Ambassador 
Whoopi Goldberg, unveiling the winning poster of an international advertising competition to promote the 
Global Campaign on Children and AIDS. 


Kristina and I still travel for UNICEF too, and not long ago we were in 
Germany for the committee’s sixtieth anniversary, with various activities, 
interviews, and recordings to tackle. I’m also now deploying my Twitter account 
to spread UNICEF news, appeals, and share success stories—social media 1s 
certainly becoming all-important. 





ABOVE: August 10, 2004, in Beijing, China, | greet a girl, as other children and members of the press look on, 
during the launch of a UNICEF-supported summer camp for children orphaned by AIDS. 


But thinking back to my early days as an ambassador, having been recruited by 
Audrey Hepburn, I often wondered what drove Audrey’s total and tireless 
devotion to the charity. I only discovered the answer at her funeral, when her son 
Sean read a poem that Audrey had herself read to her family from her sickbed 
only a few weeks earlier, on Christmas Eve 1992; it was written by American 
humorist and writer Sam Levenson for his granddaughter. 

I found the words so very poignant that I wrapped up each of my recent theater 
appearances with it, and indeed with an announcement that UNICEF collection 
buckets would be in the foyer on the way out—TI’ve no shame in asking for help 
to save children’s lives, and everyone gave so very generously. 


For attractive lips, speak words of kindness. 
For lovely eyes, seek out the good in people. 
For a slim figure, share your food with the hungry. 


For beautiful hair, let a child run his or her fingers through it once a day. 

For poise, walk with the knowledge that you never walk alone. 

People, even more than things, have to be restored, renewed, revived, reclaimed, and 
redeemed; never throw out anyone. 

Remember, if you ever need a helping hand, you’ll find one at the end of each of your 
arms. 

As you grow older, you will discover that you have two hands, one for helping yourself, 
the other for helping others. 





ABOVE: With the inimitable 
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Elizabeth Taylor in my first movie in Hollywood, The Last Time | Saw Paris. Believe 





me, | was looking into the glass! (REX/Moviestore Collection) 





ABOVE: Two shots from Diane with Lana Turmer. She taught me how to kiss with passion, but without the 
pressure. (MGM/The Kobal Collection) 





ABOVE: With lovely Angie Dickinson in The Sins of Rachel Cade, 1961. Sadly | wasn't allo 
at any rate!). (REX/SNAP) 
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ROGER MOORE - STACY KEACH 
“STREET PEOPLE”. roy BREST TDYMAN RANDAL MERE 


29. @ “STREET PEOPLE 
ABOVE: The poster for an “intriguing” film ... The Sicilian Cross, The 
Executors, Opium Road, Street People, it went by several titles and the 
poster was most definitely better than the film—though Stacy Keach 
was a delight. 
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ABOVE: | recruited a few young starlets to help me find my missing 
on The Saint. 
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ABOVE: In 1967 German magazine Bravo voted me the best television actor-—naturally!—and their editor 
presented me with this lovely award. 





ABOVE: (Left) Me “persuading” dogs not to use this tree. (Right) We had attracted a big crowd ior this set-up 
and had to stop Tony falling into the river by having someone clutch him from behind. 





ABOVE: The Aston Martin DBS from The Persuaders! sold for £545,000 at auction in May 2014... wish I'd kept 
itnow... 





ABOVE: A shotgun wecalng! With Lee Manin one Eee Parkins in Shout at the Devil in 1976, and that's Sir _ 
lan Holm peering over the bride’s shoulder. The black eyes were make-up—honestly! 





ABOVE: Not Hart to Hart, but with Stefanie Powers in Escape to Athena, going in for a close 
up. My other co-stars included David Niven and Telly Savalas. The tagline on the poster was: 
“The patriot, the professor, the comic and the stripper were fighting for what they believed in 
... GETTING RICH!” | couldn't have put it better myself! 





ABOVE: They say an actor's life is a solitary one. | say, ‘nah, nah, nah-nah-nah” to that! 
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ABOVE: Me looking well and truly goosed in a shot from The Wild Geese. It’s not all wine, women and song, you 
know. 
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ABOVE: At the Oscars in 1989 Michael Caine, Sean Connery and | presented the Best Actor in a Supporting 
Role award to Kevin Kline for his part in A Fish Called Wanda—and then tried to steal it off him. 
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ABOVE: On a holiday in Venice with my old friend Bryan Forbes. 
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ABOVE: Tony Curtis with his wife Jill, Kristina and myself met up at the Empire Awards in London in 2006, 


where Tony picked up a much-deserved Lifetime Achievement Award. 
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ABOVE: Kristina always threw the Dome on Hollywood's famous 








> Anmdn a . ? 
est birthday parties for me, this one at Le 


Strip. (I to r) Frank Sinatra, Joan Collins, Gregory Peck and my darling, at one of them. 





ABOVE: With Frank and Barbara Sinatra and Chief Abbot William B. Williams (the American disc jockey who 
first called Frank ‘The Chairman of the Board’’) at The Friars Club Man of the Year award in 1986. Believe it 
or not, | was that man! 





ABOVE: Dean Martin was always thought of as a hard-drinking rascal but in reality his glass was usually filled 
with apple juice. 
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ABOVE: HSH Prince Albert Il of Monaco presents me as a Monaco 
Goodwill Ambassador on behalf of the Ambassadors Club of Monaco 
in 2012, at the Hotel de Paris. 


ABOVE: (I to r) Kevin Costner, HSH Prince Albert II of Monaco, Kristina, myself and Sir Richard 
Monaco Golf Club—we arrived by helicopter and left in Richard's hot air balloon! 








ABOVE: Two of my favorite ladies: daughter Deborah and Kristina at the Cannes Film Festival in 2007 for The 
Ladykillers. 
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ABOVE: (I to r), my daughter-in-law Loulou and her husband Geoffrey (that makes him my son!), Deborah, 
Kristina and me with the lovely Geraldine and Michael Winner in Gstaad. 





ABOVE: My most recent film was A Princess for Christmas, during which 
three huge Bulgarian technicians fell on my leg—hence the attractive 
footwear in this cast shot. 
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ABOVE: With (I to 
and HM Queen Sylvia of Sweden at a lunch party. 
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ABOVE: (/ to r) Lady-in-waiting Lena Luttichal, HM Queen Margrethe Il of Denmark and Pastor Peter Parkoy, 
who married Kristina and | in Copenhagen. HRH The Prince Consort is not in the picture—because he took 
it! 
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ABOVE: My eldest son Caan with his wife Loulou and daughters Ambra 
and Mia, with Kristina and me. 








ABOVE LEFT: Kristina’ s daughter Christina Ve her horse Lucky. 

ABOVE CENTER: (center) Kristina’s son, Hans-Christian, his wife Henrietta and their two children Kathrine and 
Adrian. 

ABOVE RIGHT: Kristina with her grandson Lucas. 





ABOVE: My youngest son Christian with his wife Lara, daughter Heidi and sons 
Tristan and Maximilian. 





daughter 


ABOVE: In 2011 the Royal Albert Hall staged a festive treat in aid of UNICEF—and here | am, with my 





Deborah, introducing Captain Beaky and his Band, and a number called ‘The Grasshopper.” 


(Christine Goodwin/courtesy of RAH, 20! 1) 





ABOVE: In 2012 | was awarded an Honorary Doctorate of Arts from the University 
of Hertfordshire. Their Chancellor, the Marquess of Salisbury, kindly presented it 
to me. 





Kristina and me on a recent UNICEF trip to Aachen, Germany, and the Opening Ceremony of the World 
Equestrian Festival, looking rather regal in our carriage (Henry Herrmann/UNICEF) 
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